MARCH 1949

HIGHWAY TO THE TOP OF THE
WORLD
Leslie Roberts

CHARLES A. BEARD: WAYWARD
LIBERAL
Peter R. Levin

RELIGION AND THE NEW
PSYCHOLOGY
Alton J. Smith

JOHN DOS PASSOS
Irving Howe

Fiction « Poetry * Reviews



Jdeautifu/ houses—
¢>eautifu/ly il/ustrated by

JAMES
REYNOLDS

Reynolds’ books are known everywhere for their beauty,
their lavish illustrations, their informal wealth of informa-
tion. His A World of Horses, his Ghosts in Irish Houses have
charmed and delighted his book-collecting followers.

ANDREA PALLADIO

NOW, he has done an elegant prose and picture history
of the Palladian movement in architecture. Palladio was
the man who built some of the most beautiful, most
gracious houses in the world. He can be called
Colonial, Georgian, Greek Revival—all these

styles are based on his principles. So Rey-

nolds has done a complete study of his

work, has pictured it with sketches, en-

gravings, photographs and eleva-

tions, colored end-papers, and

has made the sort of book Pal-

ladio himself would have

loved. $10.00 at your

bookstore.

77 <« 90



Tom 0 R R o

Publisher and Editor-in-Chief
EILEEN J. GARRETT

Managing Editor
ALLAN ANGOFF

Associate Editors
EILEEN COLY
JACK O'BRIEN

Book Review Editor
SAMUEL CUAAMINGS

Assistant to the Editor-in-Chief
LENORE DAVISON

Business Manager
JEAN ANDOIRE

Treasurer
LESTER E. BUCKLAND

Circulation and Advertising Manager
WESLEY M. SMITH

VOLUME EIGHT - NUMBER SEVEN

TOMORROW is published monthly by Gar-
rett Publications, Inc., 11 East 44th St.,
New York 17, N. Y. Printed in the U.S.A.
Editorial and advertising offices, 11 East
44th Street, New York 17, N. Y. Subscrip-
tion rate: 12 issues, S3.50 in U.S. and pos-
sessions and countries of the Pan-Ameri-
can Union; $4.00 Canada; elsewhere
$4.50; two years $6.00 U.S., single copies
in the U. S. 35 cents. Vol. VIII, No. 7 for
March, 1949. The cover and entire con-
tents are copyright by Garrett Publica-
tions, Inc., 1949, and cannot be reproduced
without written permission. Copyright un-
der International Copyright Convention.
All rights reserved under the Pan-Ameri-
can Copyright Convention. TOMORROW
cannot be responsible for unsolicited
manuscripts, nor can they be returned to
sender unless accompanied by return
postage. Entered as second class matter
at the Post Office at New York, N. Y.,
under the act of March 3, 1879.

65

CONTENTS FOR MARCH

EDITORIAL

ARTICLES

Highway to the Top of the World e Leslie Roberts
Religion and the New Psychology <« Alson J. Smith
Return to New Guinea <« Harry Roskolenko
FitzGerald and Thackeray: A New View

of a Victorian Friendship < Peter de Polnay

Charles A. Beard: Wayward Liberal < Peter R. Levin
John Dos Passos: The Loss of Passion < Irving Howe

STORIES

Eliza, My Lovely Bride < Dorothy Erskine
The Tale of William Hurdt e Egon Hostovsky
The Cage < William Glynne-Jones

The Summer Sun Shining < Rearden Conner

POEMS

City Morning <« Frances Frost
Madrigal < Hugo Manning

The Waking Eye < Lord Dunsany
Sonnet of the Flesh <« Robert Resor

DEPARTMENTS

Nightlife and Daylight < Harold Clurman

The Record Shelf < John Briggs

Books

My Favorite Forgotten Book < Richard B. Gehman

1 949

10
20

32
36
54

15
25
41
44

19
46
53

47
51
54
61



/Arc uou Interested In
EACHaDISTINGUISHEDMIN ITS HEED

in Fiction -Bioaraplij| -History -Science-The American Scene

There are two reasons why you should belong to the Book Find Club. The first

is the Club’s consistent record for selecting the outstanding new books. The
second is the Club’s special membership price of only $1.65 anook,anaverage
saving to members of more than 50 percent on their book purchases.

The books featured on this page are rep. esentative of the selections the Book

Find Club distributes to its members. Whether you prefer novels like THE
NAKED AND THE DEAD by Norman Mailer and CRY , THE BELOVED
COUNTRY by Alan Paton; or biographies such as LINCOLN'S HERN-
DON by David Donald; or historical works like THE AGE OF JACKSON
by Arthur M. Schlesinger Jr.; or scientific books like FEAR, WAR AND
THE BOMB by P. M. S. Blackett, who was recently awarded the Nobel
Prize; or books on the American Scene such as A MASK FOR PRIVI-
LEGE by Carey McWilliams and THEWARLORDS OF WASHINGTON

by Bruce Catton—Book Find Club selections are always books worth read-
ing and worth keeping for your permanent library.

at Big SavingstoW.

Tou can begin your membership in the Book Find Club now with any one of the

distinguished selections pictured on this page. In addition, as a new member, you
may choose a FREE enrollment book from among those listed m the coupon

below. The publishers' list prices of these selections range from $1.50 to $5.00,
but members pay only the special membership price of $1.65 a book.

Membership is very simple. There are no
fees or dues. You pay only for the books
you accept and you may take as few as 4
a year. Each month the Club's literary mag-
azine, "The Book Find News," is mailed to
you free. It reviews the forthcoming selec-

tion and contains other articles of interest

you merely let It come. It you do not wont
it, you return the printed form (supplied
by us) which tells us not to send the selec-
tion. Since it is almost certain that you
read at least four Book find Club selections
during the year anyway, why not get them
from the Club at the tremendous savings

to book lovers, if you want the selection we are able to effect through large printings

The Book Find Club, 401 Broadway, New York 13

Please enroll me as a member of the Book Find Club. | agree to purchase a

minimum of 4 selections a year from the Club at the SPECIAL MEMBERSHIP
PRICE OF OHLY $1.65 A BOOK (plus 24c postage and handling), i
my membership at any time after taking 4 selections.

ay cancel
Please send as my first selection.

Also, send as my FREE enrollment book the title checked below:
[ the sky iS red by Giuseppe Berto

Q proud destiny by Lion Feuchtwanger

1 THE TIMES OF MELVHILE AND WHITMAN by Van Wyck Biooks
[ a mask for privilege by Carey McWilliawn

1 the world within edited by Mary Louise Aswell
[ critics and crusaders by Charles A. Madison

Name

(Please Print)
Address
City

................ State
(Price: slightly higher in Canada)



TOMORROW

VOL.  VIII,

"...EACH AGE

NO. 7

IS A DREAM THAT

IS DYING OR ONE THAT

MARCH 1949

IS COMING TO BIRTH.™"

Highway to the Top of the World

NE vital fact will always make the Mackenzie dis-
O tinctive among the great rivers of America. Each of
the others in its day, Mississippi, Missouri, the St.
Lawrence, has been a highway over which men have
opened new frontiers until, one by one, the frontiers dis-
appeared and the rivers became the traveled paths of our
busy inland commerce. Not so the Mackenzie.

When Alexander Mackenzie, the dour Scots trader from
whom it takes its name first ventured out of Great Slave
Lake in 1789 and turned north toward the Arctic Ocean,
the river was already the road to trade and war between
the Slaveys, who lived along its southern reaches, and the
Hare Indians, whose lodges were built astride the Arctic
Circle. But to the American interior’'s come-lately white
masters, such few as had heard tell of it, it was a silver
streak flowing north to Nowhere.

So it is to this day. Tens of millions of North Ameri-
cans have seen and traveled the Mississippi and the St.
Lawrence. Every Canadian and American schoolboy knows
where to find the Hudson on the map. But not one per
cent of one per cent of the continent’s population have
ever seen the great river that snakes through the heart of

LESLIE ROBERTS

the million square miles of tundra that are Canada’s
Northwest Territories and not many could lay an index
finger on its sinuous ribbon in the atlas. When the barges
laden with uranium concentrates, which placed in Ameri-
ca’s hands the most lethal weapon ever devised by man,
moved south over its waters, midway through World War
11, and when the Army of the United States thrust a
pipeline from its banks through the mountains to Alaskan
tidewater, the Mackenzie was still the highway of the
frontier. So it will remain.

The Mackenzie of the end of the first half of the twen-
tieth century is not the river its discoverer found toward
the close of the eighteenth. It draws its water from the
same sources, they join each other at the same pin points
on the map, and they follow the same courses to the
Arctic Sea, but there the resemblance ends.

During the interval it had been three rivers; first, the
river of the Indian, concerned only with his own simple
existence; second, the river of the fur traders, concerned
principally with the profits of their traffic; third, the river
of the prospector, the miner, the frontier buster, and the
short-range airplane. The end of a world war in the middle

Leslie Roberts, whose writing interests are aviation and politics, was born in Wales and educated in Canada.
A veteran of World War I, he has written for various Canadian newspapers, and has contributed to leading
American, Canadian and British magazines. Mr. Roberts is the author of one novel, When the Gods Laugh, and
two books dealing with Canada at war: Canada’s War in the Air and Canada’s War at Sea. Mr. Roberts article
forms a section of his latest work, The Mackenzie, which Rinehart and Company will publish this spring.
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j940's opened what may be called the era of the fourth
Mackenzie, in which it became, not merely one of the
great water systems of a continent, but in every sense of
the term a world river.
The same statement could be made in another way.
When Alexander Mackenzie found his river, it was a
waterway of the flat, or Mercator, map, and it led to no-
where but the icefields of the polar seas. Beyond lay the
great emptiness of the Far North. What the men of the
air discovered, a century and a half later, was a river on
the global map, the curved map, the true map of the world,

and they found it in a world they themselves had con-
tracted in size in a ratio of, say, one to one hundred, or
more.

When Mackenzie set out in his birch-bark canoe to
find his river, forty days and forty nights were consumed
in the voyage from Fort Chipewyan to the sea. Today’s
globe girdler passes through the Mackenzie corridor,
across Alaska, and out over the Pacific in the brief span
of a few hours.

The great hinterland of Canada’s Northwest Terri-
tories sits in the dead center of the world’s most populous
area, which hangs suspended from the Pole in the North-
ern Hemisphere, where the great density of world popula-
tion and the major part of its production is found between
the 40th and 60th parallels of latitude. We are living, in
short, in the age of the New Geography, and of that geog-
raphy the Mackenzie and the airdromes of the Staging
Route are a trunk highway, leading to the top of the
world and on beyond to what men still call the Orient,
simply because in order to reach it they once had to
travel eastward.

At the beginning of World War 11, Moscow was a city
which, in the mind of the individual North American, lay
somewhere east of New York or Montreal, across the At-
lantic and over on the other side of France and Germany.
Four years later Moscow had “moved” and lay in the re-
verse direction. Moscow, in 1944, was reached by flying
northwest across Canada, through Edmonton, over the
Peace, up the Staging Route, through Alaska, and across
Bering Strait into Siberia, a highway over which more
than six thousand planes flew to stem the German tide at
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Stalingrad. China and Japan are no longer places on a
map on the far side of thousands of miles of water, but
parts of a shrunken world reached by flying the big curve
northwest and down the corresponding bend on the far
side. Although men still talk, from habit, of Western and
Eastern Hemispheres, they are no longer the vital zones.
Those were the hemispheres of the Sea Age, when men
dug canals through isthmuses or sailed thousands of miles,
creeping around the tips of continents to reach their des-
tinations on the other side of the world. Today and to-
morrow’s hemispheres are the Northern and the Southern,
and into the former are packed most of the world’s pro-
ductive people and their means of production. The heart-
land of the Air Age, in fine, is not in the east or the west,
as those terms are generally used, but in the north.

Thus the Mackenzie is the western main road of the Air
Age leading out from the world’s greatest productive area,
the United States and, in lesser degree, its neighbor,
Canada. Butif it is the way out, it is also the way in; and
in an uneasy world, which still has not learned that wars
must cease as an instrument of policy between groups of
people if man himself is to survive, the cold fact that the
Mackenzie country is the way into North America as well
as out of it is a factor which gives men living on that con-
tinent pause for urgent thought.

If and when the North American continent should be
attacked by a Pacific power again, that attack will be
launched through the Mackenzie Valley, or the country
that surrounds it if it should come through the air in the
form of guided missiles. If it should be an attempt to land
armed forces on the ground, then the landing will be
made at coastal points in the far northern wilderness, with
a view to driving into the flatlands of the Mackenzie
country to establish beachheads from which missiles can
be launched.

Admittedly points of view on such statements as those
made in the preceding paragraph are not held unanimous-
ly, but they, or reasonable facsimiles, have been expressed
by members of the American, British, and Canadian Gen-
eral Staffs on the highest levels and are matters, therefore,
for most serious consideration.

HAT is said here is not written to fit these special
Wcircumstances, however, but to make the point, first,
that if at any time in the future the North American na-
tions should go to war, no matter with whom, the Far
North is this continent’s soft underbelly. If North America
were to come to mutually satisfactory terms with Russia,
the need to defend the arctic would not disappear. It will
never disappear so long as aggression remains possible.
The threat could come, for example, from a recovered
Japan, which is within the realm of foreseeable possibility,
in the light of the quaint belief that the Japanese can be
democratized and made peace-loving under the prototypes
of the men who were responsible for Pearl Harbor. Not
long ago the United Nations were reported to be investi-
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gating a charge that ranking Nazi nuclear scientists, who
had escaped to Spain before the debacle, were carrying on
their work in Bilbao, with uranium ores made available
from the deposits in the Iberian Peninsula. Other Ger-
man scientists were known to be in the Argentine and
what they may have been up to since they arrived there,
no one on the North American continent seems to know
at the time this is written. You may be sure, however, that
so long as a remnant of the aggressive mind or the spirit
of revenge remains, anywhere in the world, North America
will be under potential threat and the arctic and subarctic
will be its soft underbelly.

Traditionally, North Americans are not defense-minded.
If they are in that mood today, because of the news they
read and the broadcasts they hear, removal of the im-
mediate underlying reason undoubtedly would change mil-
lions of minds overnight. Even in the circumstances that
now exist, the average North American still refuses to re-
gard the Far North as the possible scene of invasion,
but, as always, turns his eyes to Europe, to the Mid-
dle East, to almost anywhere but the soil of his own
continent, always to places on the old, flat map, never
to the global charts of the Air Age.

Where, people ask, is an invader going to land in this
vast wilderness? The answer is simple. Where did he
land before? He landed in the Aleutians, and if the
Japanese had sent their major thrust north toward the
American coast instead of south, there is no telling what
might have happened. As it was, the enemy made effec-
tive landings, of which little was heard at the time, either
in the continental United States or in Canada, presumably
because the governments in Washington and Ottawa did
not deem it advisable to let the inland population know
what was afoot. Even after the Japanese invasion—and
invasion it was—had been successfully repelled, the busi-
ness was dismissed by the military as if what had hap-
pened had been a minor skirmish. It was nothing of the
sort. It was a direct threat to continental integrity and it
was beaten back because overland communications, which
enabled the United States and Canada to throw enough
troops and material into the region to sustain a defense
and finally to throw the Japanese out, were quickly estab-
lished. America was extremely fortunate in the Far North
last time. There is no guarantee that such luck would hold
good again.

By the end of World War Il, Canada and therefore the
United States, since the Dominion is Uncle Sam’s main
line of defense, have lagged far behind their arctic neigh-
bor, the Soviet Union, in subzero military know-how. The
defense combination to which the job has always been en-
trusted, geography and climate, has been relegated to
oblivion by the long-range airplane, by the rocket, and by
atomic fission. What North America needs is a complete-
ly new concept and technique of defense. The Soviet
Union, the only other arctic power, already has such a
concept and the know-how to go with it. North America
is starting from scratch.

The machinery has been set up in a Joint Defense
Board, which is primarily consultative, but which never-
theless moves sharply. The relationship it creates is neces-
sarily delicate, however. Only slightly more than twelve
million Canadians occupy a country larger in area than
the continental United States. Against any major aggres-
sor they obviously could not defend their own soil. More-
over, any attack launched into the underbelly, though it
must go either through or over Canada, would have as its
objective the great industrial output of the United States.
That is the target anybody who may go to war with the
U.S.A, in future is going to attempt to knock out, for that
is where World War Il was won. Hence the first line of
defense of the Republic against attack upon itself is on
the soil of another, but friendly, power. And the last
people on earth to expect the United States to line its army
up south of the 45th parallel of latitude and await the
coming of the invader would be the Canadians, if only
because by that time they would have been annihilated
themselves.

Another factor needs to be noted, however, and that is
that the agreement between Canada and the United States
is specifically for defense. The arrangement into which
the two countries have entered involves either one coming
to the help of the other in the event that one of them is
attacked from without. Ithas its roots in a declaration made
by the late President Roosevelt in a speech to Canada’s
Queen’s University shortly before the Dominion went to
war in 1939, in which the president declared that in the

event of attack upon Canada the United States would come
to her aid. That promise was confirmed a few days after
Canada’s declaration of war against the Third Reich in
a mutual defense agreement, in which the two nations
solemnly pledged themselves to assist each other in the
event of attack. What needs to be noted, however, is that
neither undertook to go to war unless its neighbor should
be actually attacked, in proof of which is the fact that
Canada was at war with Germany from September 1939,
when the original agreement was made, whereas the United
States did not become involved until two years and three

7



jo ORRF®

months later, and for no reason having directly to do
with Canada.

This is said to bring the question of arctic defense into

focus. A declaration of war by the United States on any
other power does not commit Canada to participation nor
require Canada to provide the United States with a jump-
ing-off place for attack until such time as the United States
itself is attacked. There has been a great deal of mis-
understanding of this on both sides of the border. But it
is the essence of the contract, although it is difficult to
imagine how Canada could prevent the Army and Air
Force of the United States making use of Canadian soil for
such purpose if the United States were determined to do
so, or, to be realistic, withhold from any conflagration in
which the United States was a participant. The very fact
that Canada has permitted the United States to establish
bases in northern Canada for defense purposes would
obviously make it extremely difficult to persuade the
Americans to go home, simply because the condition of
attack on North America had not been met. Canada
would nevertheless be within her rights under the agree-
ment should she try to maintain an uneasy peace, and it
would be uneasy in the extreme, until the conditions of the
contract had been fulfilled by enemy action.

HE purpose here, however, is not to debate the merits
Tof the Joint Defense Agreement, but simply to set
forth what it involves, before examining the vulnerability
of the arctic as a whole and the Mackenzie Valley and its
tributary area in particular. Is this vast empty empire
defensible?

For answers to such questions it is necessary to rely
on the word of the experts, and the experts are not saying
much, for obvious reasons. It is clear, however, that the
country is not defensible by the deployment of huge armies
in a new Maginot Line dug into arctic ice and bristling
with guns to repel an invader trying to force his-way
up the valley and south to the American border. No
military man thinks in such terms, but a great many people
do and it is a concept which has no relationship of any
kind with the facts.

If the arctic and subarctic are to be defended by forces
on the ground, they must be highly mobile forces, capable
of being whisked posthaste to the point at which an at-
tack develops. Troops stationed on the coast itself would
be used to repel actual invasion from the sea. But nobody
believes that is how an attack would come, although it
must be provided for. Even attack for purposes of occupa-
tion would undoubtedly come by air, via parachute or
glider landings, for which the obvious counterattack
would itself be from the air. Thus the essence of defense
in the northwest is aerial, and it is to provision of superior
defenses that the United States and Canada are primarily
committed as partners in the north.

The region is also the obvious base for another form of
defense. It could be called defense by interception and,

again, it is aerial; its purpose being to join issue with
aircraft attempting to break through to the industrial
centers of the United States for the purpose of laying them
waste. In this bracket, too, comes defense, again pri-
marily by air, against the guided missile, a technique de-
veloped magnificently by the Royal Air Force, particularly

considering the haste that had to be employed, in worsting
the attacks on Britain with the robot bomb. In what
degree this might be successful in the future, the writer
does not profess to know, simply because neither he nor
anyone else can tell what tomorrow’s aerial weapons 0f
attack will be.

Obviously, then, Alaska and the Canadian Northwestare
the first line of North American defense, a defense [e-
quiring the utmost mobility, widely deployed, and there-
fore, in large degree confined to the air. Military activi-
ties on the ground, such as Exercise Muskox, which Was
primarily a test of military vehicles under winter arctic
conditions, do not tend to lead the soldiers to any greater
use of ground transport than is required by immediate
circumstances, excepting in such sections as have been
equipped with highways. Cross-country tests have proved
painstakingly slow.

But what of the country itself in respect to those things
by which man lives, not by which he seeks his own dg-
struction? Will great cities rise in the subarctic north,
great industrial centers comparable to those where miner-
als have been produced in the south? (And when you
speak from the region of the Mackenzie, “south” means
Michigan, or Ontario, or Wisconsin, not Georgia or Ten-
nessee.) The answer must be qualified, but there are
clues to the future in events which have happened already.
When Gilbert LaBine, the Canadian prospector who dis-
covered the pitchblende mine in the Northwest Territory,
was on the point of bringing Eldorado to production at
Great Bear Lake, he did not establish the full processing
plant required at the site of his ore, but only that needed
for the first stage of concentration to reduce raw rock, at
a rough estimate, 1,000 to 1. To have gone beyond that
point would have entailed not merely bringing into the
interior everything required in the middle and final
stages of refinement to produce either radium or uranium
salts or, later, the material that releases U-235. It would
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have entailed, as well, carrying into the country far greater
quantities of materials, ranging from chemicals to foods,
to support a doubled or trebled staff. Obviously, then, it
was cheaper to carry concentrate from the Arctic Circle
to a point in the east, handy to these supplies, than to as-
semble supplies in the east and carry them to the arctic.
Which is precisely what LaBine did. Later, when Canada
established its own headquarters for atomic research and
production, it placed them in the east, on the free-flowing
lines of communication provided by railways and trunk
roads.

In the production of gold, however, which down to here
remains the principal mineral product of the Northwest
country, circumstances differ. Gold is most economically
refined at the place where it is mined, because, excepting
particularly complex ores, the final product, bullion, is
obtained without the use of huge quantities of chemicals
and with the services of fewer people than are occupied
in getting rock out of the ground. All mines brought to
the production stage carry out the complete milling and
refining process at the minesite, shipping out their gold
bricks by air to the mint at Ottawa.

Because of the high costs of operation at points several
hundred miles from the nearest railway, in country with-
out roads, it is impossible to produce minerals profitably
from low-grade ores. Hence, the search, speaking general-
ly, has always been for ore bodies rich in mineralization.
This leads, of necessity, to the kind of mining the miners
themselves would describe as “picking the eyes out of the
country.” In the area north of Great Slave Lake, where the
greatest activity has been and is, however, mineralization
tends to be rich, and in some cases extremely rich. Thus,
in a country in which potential mining fields are measured
in terms of hundreds of square miles, the problem of
robbing the richest ground is not likely to occur for
decades, if not centuries, to come.

In recent years, particularly since the end of World
War Il, Canada tends to pursue a much more aggressive
policy than was the case in the past in respect to develop-
ment of its northwestern empire. Throughout the early
years of exploration by air, little, if any, encouragement
was given to the mine developer, the prospector, or the
operator of an airline. Politically-minded men who did not
know the north regarded the search for minerals in the
arctic wastes as a foolhardy project which could end only
in disaster for those so foolish as to squander their capital.
That outlook did not change greatly until the war years,
when the necessities of defense sent into the country men
who had no previous knowledge of the hinterland and
who came out extolling its possibilities. Now Canada’s
government begins to realize that in its frigid back yard
lies what may be the richest supply of untapped mineral
resources in the world. Canada, therefore, is beginning,
at last, to give aid to those who seek those riches, by pro-
viding greater facilities for communication and trans-
portation, by utilizing estimates of eminent geologists as
to where to look for minerals, and by establishing lower
costs for getting the necessities of mining and of life into
the country. The empire of the Mackenzie stands on the
threshold of the most tremendous development in the his-
tory of the country. The result will not be one or more
big cities, but many small communities grouped about
the mines.

That development will mean the end of the fur trade in
the regions where it is still carried on, for when people
move in the wild animal life moves on, and with it the
trader in fur. The revolution that the nineteenth-century
fur barons resisted with such doughty, and often ill-judged,
vigor has happened. The river of fur has become the
river of gold, drawn down from its tributary waters. The
river that once flowed to Nowhere has become the High-
way to the Top of the World.

FRANCES FROST

CITY MORNING

Dawn with a smoky thumb

smudged dark brick into blue,
brought purple out of night,

and pushed high blackness through

in chimney pots.
deepened into day.

The air

Dawn sank her stars and said:

Now go your troubled way.



Religion and the Neu? Psychology

WHEN the French philosopher Ernest Renan left the

ALSON J SMITH

supremacy of the spiritual, but it ceased to practice it, and

K Roman Catholic Church, he commented sadly th@frough this lesion between profession and practice the

the magic circle that makes all of life worthwhile is
broken.”

The breakdown of faith is a commonplace of our day.
The magic circle has been broken for millions, and our
mounting statistics on alcoholism, divorce and neurosis
are eloquent testimony to the dichotomy wrought in the
human soul by its fracture.

There are two principal, and related, reasons for the
breaking of that circle which gave all of life beauty,
unity and meaning in the thirteenth century and which
for our own fathers made the universe “home” in a sense
that it never was for us. Firstly, the corrosive acids of a
materialistic science ate away at the doctrinal bases of the
circle’s precious metal; the physical scientists and the
behavioristic psychologists concentrated their micro-
scopes on ganglia and nerve ends and scoffed out of con-
sideration any manifestation of the human personality
that did not have any obvious physical cause. They gave
us a new conception of man as the sum total of his body
chemistry, nothing more, and that worth something like
98 cents at the current quotation for calcium, iron, mer-
cury, etc. The human child, whom Wordsworth had
lyricized as “trailing clouds of glory,” became meta-
morphosed into the Freudian brat, immersed in anal
eroticism and plotting the death of its mother as ven-
geance for expulsion from the womb. And at the same
time that science was debasing man to the physical level,
the technological progress which science had made pos-
sible was making the physical level of life tremendously
attractive. What Sorokin of Harvard has termed our
“sensate culture” came into full flower, and gadgetry re-
placed Christianity as the real religion of western man.

Secondly, this breakdown in the outer authority of the
church was reflected in a breakdown of its inner author-
ity. When the church’s doctrinal profession was attacked
and ridiculed, the church did not stop professing, but it
did stop practicing. It continued to teach and preach the

church’s moral authority dripped slowly away. To borrow
an expression from the race track, no longer did the
ecclesia “put its money where its mouth was’”: that is, no
longer did the church back up its insistence on the pri-
macy of the spirit with any kind of actual living as though
the spiritual really were of primary concern. The church
laid down the sword of the spirit and took up the sword
of the flesh, with tragic consequences. A stricken world
which had seen the Servant of the Servants of God bless
the guns of two world wars could only smile cynically
when the sermon text for the day was Jesus’' rebuke to
Peter: “They that take the sword shall perish by the
sword.”

The lesion ran deep into the membership of the church.
Thomas Sugrue, in his poignant autobiography Stranger
in the Earth, shows us the sickening impact of the prac-
tical atheism of professedly Christian parents and friends
on a sensitive child:

“l believed all this, all of it, and I believed that every-
one else did, and that all people loved God and were
trying to keep His commandments and be perfect. Then
one day as | absently listened to the conversation of a
group of adults | realized that this was not so. They did
not believe what Jesus said, or what the priest said, or
what they themselves said when they spoke with me.
They only pretended to believe it. . . . Virtue was all right
for me, apparently, but not for them. They never said:
‘If only | could be good, be perfect, feel the presence of
the Lord.” They said: ‘If only | had money, a big house,
and one of those new #utomobiles. ”

Yes. And for millions in our day, as a consequence,
the words of Aristophanes are true: “Whirl is king, hav-
ing driven out Zeus!”

So much for the recent past, for the diagnosis. Today
there are heartening signs that the magic circle is being
mended. And oddly enough, it is out of the same two
laboratories where the animalization of man was affirmed

Alson J. Smith’s most recent contribution to Tomorrow, “Thomas Wolfe's Quest,” a study of the novelist's search for
religion, appeared in May 1948. Mr. Smith is the pastor of Roxbury Methodist Church in Stamford, Connecticut, and is
editor of the Social Questions Bulletin of the Methodist Federation for Social Action. He is the author of Brother Van,
a biography of William Wesley Van Orsdel, the colorful preacher of the Pioneer West, which was published last year.
His articles on religion, history, and sociology have appeared frequently in the leading monthly and weekly magazines.
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RELIGION AND THE NEW PSYCHOLOGY

that the mending is beginning—the laboratories of phy-
sical science and of psychology. The physical scientists,
through their discovery of the principle of atomic fission,
have demonstrated to all the world—and to themselves
—the impermanence of the material. The atom-hunters
have literally hounded the physical universe out of being;
they have tracked the elusive fox, matter, to its hole and
have discovered at the end of the trail only the hole.

And at just the moment in history when the atomic
scientists have made the physical universe disappear, the
psychology laboratories have produced new and startling
evidence of the reality and vitality of the spiritual world!
At institutions like Duke University, City College of New
York and Harvard in the United States, and the Uni-
versities of London, Cambridge, Groningen and Bonn in
Europe, the swaddling science of “parapsychology”
(study of phenomena beyond explanation by psychology)
has produced well-nigh unimpeachable evidence for the
existence of such powers of the mind as clairvoyance,
telepathy, psychokinesis and precognition, and has group-
ed all of these phenomena together under the impressive
title of “extrasensory perception.”

The men at work in the field of parapsychology are
not quacks or long-hairs or slightly off-base, scientific
ne'er-do-wells. They are sober psychologists in good
standing in their professional groups, and no one could
talk with men like Dr. J. B. Rhine of Duke University or
Dr. Gardner Murphy of the City College of New York
without being acutely aware of the fact that he is in the
presence of exceedingly matter-of-fact technicians who
are convinced of the reality of E.S.P. (extrasensory per-
ception) not because they have felt it subjectively or
been impressed by the stories of alleged fortunetellers and
other “psychics” but because they have seen it experimen-
tally proved in hundreds of thousands of tests under rigid
laboratory conditions. They are realisticc.  When Dr.
Murphy expresses his own calm certainty about the exist-
ence of telepathy, he smilingly adds: “But | don’t think
it is going to put the Western Union Telegraph Company
out of business tomorrow.”

LMOST everybody, at some time or another, has
A, either had or heard of experiences that have no logi-
cal sensory explanation: the letters that cross in the mail,
the premonitory dream that turns out to be true, the
friend who calls you on the telephone just as you are
about to dial his number, the identical sentences that two
people utter at the same moment, the strange “hunch.”
These, plus the weird stories of the occult that come to us
out of the past, the predictions of the fortunetellers and
prophets, the mediums, seers and oracles—all these are
the necessary folklore that must precede the scientific
formulation, just as astrology preceded astronomy and
superstition preceded religion. For ages this folklore has
been piling up, and only today has this whole significant
body of literature and experience entered into the pre-

liminary, prescientific stage of identification, correlation
and laboratory experimentation.

A part of this folklore, and yet apart from it because
of the undeniable authority of the experience itself and
the integrity of the individuals involved, are such in-
stances as these:

A well-known British medium, whose extensive writ-
ings on the subject are highly regarded in both Europe and
America, recently told me about having corresponded
with a friend of hers, a young man who had gone out to
India to make a study of Hinduism. The correspondence
continued in a desultory fashion over a period of three
years. Suddenly one night the British writer had a vivid
impression of seeing Teddy, the young man with whom
she had been corresponding, standing beside her. He
seemed to be ill and appeared to be making an effort to
communicate with her, but the vision faded. Disturbed
by this, the British writer sat down and tried to write to
him, but found herself instead writing as from him to
herself. She wrote:

Dear long-haired pal [a term of endearment which he
often used]:

1 feel the need to talk with you tonight. | have been very
sick these few days—a touch of the sun, maybe. Lately |

have been weary of living, and tonight 1 am strangely sad
and alone. . . .

That was all; nothing else came to her, but three
months later she had a letter from a friend of Teddy’s,
announcing his death. The friend enclosed a sheet of
paper on which Teddy had begun a letter to the British

writer shortly before he died, but had never finished.
It began:

Dear long-haired pal:
I feel the need to talk with you tonight. 1 have been very
sick these few days—a touch of the sun, maybe. Lately I

have been weary of living, and tonight | am strangely sad
and alone. . . .

This is a not uncommon psychic phenomenon known
as “automatic writing.” But what does it mean? The
integrity of the people involved rules out fakery, and the
law of averages rules out chance.

Dr. J. B. Rhine of Duke recalls that when he was’a
graduate student at the University of Chicago one of his
most respected science professors related a typical psychic
experience of which he had been an eyewitness:

“Our family was awakened late one night by a neigh-
bor who wanted to borrow a horse and buggy to drive
nine miles to a neighboring village. The man said, apolo-
getically, that his wife had been wakened by a horrible
dream about her brother who lived in that village. It
had so disturbed her that she insisted he drive over at
once to see if it was true. He explained that she thought
she had seen this brother return home, take his team to
the barn, unharness the animals, and then go up into the
haymow and shoot himself with a pistol. She saw him
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T trigger and roll over in the hay down a little

F  pull * corner. No reassurance could persuade her

hat she had only had a nightmare. My father lent them

a buggy (it wa9 before the day of the telephone) and

they drove to her brother's house. There they found his

wife still awaiting her husband’s return, unaware of any
disaster.

“They went to the barn and found the horses un-
harnessed. They climbed to the haymow, and there was
the body in the spot the sister had described from her
dream. The pistol was lying in the hay where it would
have fallen if it had been used as she had indicated, and
if the body had afterward rolled down the incline. It
seemed as though she had dreamed every detail with
photographic exactness. | was only a boy then, but it
made an impression on me I've never forgotten. | can't
explain it and I've never found anyone else who could.”

Such stories as these are so common and so much a
part of the experience of the race that they go back in
human history as far as man’s knowledge goes. But the
serious study of E.S.P. by reputable scientists goes back no
farther than the middle of the last century, when tele-
pathy was studied extensively (but unofficially) in con-
nection with hypnotism (although Democritus, who had
a theory about the atom, also had a theory about tele-
pathy!). A French physician, Dr. E. Azam, discovered
that one of his patients seemed to respond to unspoken
thought when she was hypnotized, and he decided to
conduct a test to see if she could also identify a particular
sensation of taste while he experienced it. Taking a posi-
tion where the entranced subject could not possibly see
him, he placed upon his tongue a little table salt. Imme-
diately the subject reported that she tasted salt. Other
tests showed that the sensation of pain could also be
transmitted telepathically from hypnotist to subject, even
when the hypnotist was in another room and out of
visual range. Dr. Pierre Janet, famous psychiatrist of the
Sorbonne, made tests in which he was able to induce
hypnotic trance in subjects far enough away to rule out
any possibility of sensory communication.

OWEVER, science as a whole, bemused with its

brain cells and nerve ends, refused to have anything
to do with experiments that might prove all its basic
premises wrong. When, in 1876, Professor (later Sir)
William Barrett attempted to bring some of his experi-
mental work in telepathy before the British Association
for the Advancement of Science, his paper was ridiculed
and the Association refused to publish it. In 1882, the
British Society for Psychical Research was founded, num-
bering among its members many of the empire’s leading
scientists, and shortly thereafter scientists and philoso-
phers of the stature of William James, William McDougall,
Sigmund Freud, Sir William Crookes, C. J. Jung, Wil-
helm Stekel, Henri Bergson, and Hans Driesch were
actively interested in the so-called “psi” (for psychic)

J2

experiments. The American Society for Psychical Re-
search was founded; Professor William McDougall came
from England to Harvard in 1920, discovered there a
fund for the support of psychic research and put it to
work with Dr. Gardner Murphy and Dr. G. H. Esta-
brooks as investigators. With the founding of the world’s
first official parapsychology laboratory at Duke Uni-
versity under Dr. J. B. Rhine in 1930, the period of inten-
sive study of E.S.P. under laboratory conditions began.
The accumulated folklore of the ages was at last put to
the test.

The general scientific reaction to all this was tolerant,
but skeptical. But as the experiments went on, there

were some spectacular conversions. Professor B. F. Reiss
at Hunter College in New York made some critical re-
marks about E.S.P. to one of his classes and was chal-
lenged by his students to disprove its existence by some
experiments of his own. He agreed, and, to show what
nonsense it all was, he took the cards which had been
designed at Duke to test extrasensory perception and in
1,850 runs through the deck of 25 cards he averaged
over 18 hits per 25—enough to convince any skeptic that
some other principle besides chance was operative, since
the law of averages would indicate only 5 hits per 25
cards. This converted Dr. Reiss, and today he is one of
the leading scientific enthusiasts for E.S.P.

Another outstanding convert was the English mathe-
matician, Dr. S. G. Soal. Soal had been an outstanding
critic of the American investigations into E.S.P., and he
set about experimenting with the cards in his own labora-
tory to prove that it could not possibly be true. When
his total results with 160 subjects and thousands of runs
through the deck of E.S.P. cards gave an average score
far below chance, no one who knew the importance of
attitude in E.S.P. tests was surprised. Soal appeared to
have justified his skepticism, but when he went over the
results of the tests carefully with Whately Carington of
the British Society for Psychical Research, he discovered,
much to his amazement, that certain of his subjects, while
not calling the card in front of them correctly, had made
a call that was correct for either the card ahead or the
card behind. Chance would account for a certain pre-
dictable amount of this, but there was so much of it in
the Soal tests that the law of averages itself ruled out
chance. This is what is known in the jargon of E.S.P. as
displacement. The displacement scores were highly sig-
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nificant; Soal was convinced of the operation of some-

thing besides the law of chance, and he followed up with

an outstanding piece of research on precognitive tele-
pathy.

At the parapsychology laboratory at Duke, most of the
experimentation is done with a specially designed deck
of 25 cards known as E.S.P. cards. The cards are divided
into five suits of five cards, each suit marked with a sym-
bol—a cross, a wavy line, a star, a square and a circle.
The simplest form of test is for clairvoyance, with the
subject looking at the back of the card and trying to tell
what it is. Or, without laying the cards out at all, the
subject may simply predict the order of cards in the
deck. Or the test may combine telepathy with clairvoy-
ance, with someone else looking at the card and trying to
convey the symbol of the card telepathically to the sub-
ject. Or again, the test may be for precognition (knowl-
edge of something before it happens). In this case, the
subject tries to predict the order of the deck as it will be
after the deck is shuffled.

From chance alone, the average score to be expected in
a run through a deck of 25 cards is 5 hits, no matter
what the test is for. If a subject goes through the deck
four times and scores an average of 7.5 hits per run (a
total of 30 out of the 100 cards called) the odds, mathe-
matically computed, would be 150 to 1 against such a
score. When, as in the case of Reiss, an average of 18
hits per run is maintained for a series of 1,850 runs—
33,300 hits out of a total of 46,250 cards—the mathe-
matical odds against such a score are so astronomical
that not even Nick the Greek would care to bet against
E.S.P.I One of Dr. Rhine’s subjects at Duke, a divinity
student by the name of Hubert Pearce, on one occasion
made a perfect score—25 out of 25. Any mathematician
would agree that the odds against such a score by chance
alone would be one followed by a series of zeros reaching
across the page!

Moreover, the Duke experiments have shown that dis-
tance means nothing in E.S.P. The same subject, Pearce,
was tested with E.S.P. cards, first with the experimenter
seated at a table across from him, and then at a distance
of 100 yards. At the table Pearce averaged 8 hits per
run through 36 runs. At 100 yards he went through 30
runs and averaged approximately 9 hits per run. At
greater distances he was even more successful. Another
subject, in a test involving telepathy, averaged more than
10 hits per run in 8 runs at a distance of 250 miles!

Other tests at Duke for precognition and psychokinesis
have also been favorable. In predicting the order of the
E.S.P. deck as it would be after it was shuffled, scores
obtained through more than 4,500 runs showed odds of
400,000 to 1 against chance alone. Currently, one Duke
laboratory technician is conducting precognition experi-
ments with marbles in which the subject arranges
different colored marbles on something like a Chinese
checkerboard in the pattern in which he thinks the mar-
bles may be arranged at some future date by somebody

—perhaps immediately after his arrangement, or a week
later, or a month later. His arrangement is then covered
and preserved and the arrangement he is trying to pre-
dict is then selected by chance from a series of several
thousand such arrangements and compared with his.
Psychokinesis (the ability of the mind to influence
matter) tests are carried out with dice, with the subject
trying to force the dice to fall into certain combinations
—sevens, or whatnot. The scores obtained have been
significantly above chance, although not as strikingly as
in the case of the telepathy, clairvoyance, and precogni-
tion tests. These tests would seem to indicate the exist-
ence of a mental energy that is convertible into physical

energy. This, of course, is a truth long known to crap-
shooters, with their prayerful invocations to “come seven,
come eleven!”

Every precaution has been taken at Duke to rule out
sensory cues and perception. Automatic shuffling ma-
chines and dice throwers have been designed, and in some
of the experiments the results have been photographed
to rule out any claim of “foul.” In 1937 the American
Institute of Mathematical Statistics put the official stamp
of approval on the mathematics of the psi tests, and in
1938 the august American Psychological Association
dignified E.S.P. by devoting a symposium to it at its
annual meeting. There can be no question about the
scientific validity of the tests.

ET science as a whole, while it watches the ex-

periments of its parapsychologists with wide-eyed
wonder, is not yet at the point where it is willing to make
the same kind of all-out attack on the mystery of E.S.P.
that its nuclear physicists made on the atom. Here there
is a striking parallel to Sigmund Freud’s early work; the
physicalistic science of his day, preoccupied with the
physiological theories of Rudolf Virchow and Wilhelm
Wundt, derided Freud’s theory that the sick mind could
be cured through the mind and for years refused to have
anything to do with psychoanalysis. If Freud’s theories
were correct, then the medieval doctors who prescribed
wolf’s flesh, dressed and sodden, for patients troubled
by hallucinations, and who had their patients drink
medicine out of church bells, were closer to the truth
than they were! It was an intolerable thought for the
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theory ffiat there may be a power of the mind that has
nothing to do with nerve ends or brain cells, a power
which is not limited by the space-time continuum of sci-
ence, is almost equally intolerable to some scientists
today. And for the same reason. It knocks too many of
their smug presumptions into cocked hats.

To men like J. B. Rhine, Gardner Murphy and Gaither
Pratt, no less than to Freud, McDougall, William James
and Pierre Lecomte du Nouy, there is no question. E.S.P.
is a fact. Knowledge can enter the mind by other than

sensory means. There is a power of the mind that is not
limited by space or time. The folklore, with all its accre-

tion of superstition, quackery and fakery, has a basis in
fact. Today, four great world universities are granting
the doctorate for theses in the field of E.S.P.

But what does it all mean? How does this knowledge
lend itself to the purposes of religion? How does it
contribute to the mending of the broken circle of faith?

In many ways. As Dr. Rhine stated in a recent broad-
cast from Town Hall in New York, “as defined by mini-
mum requirements, the soul theory has been confirmed.”
There is a spiritual component in man’s nature. Man is
more than his body. Moreover, this spiritual component,
as it expresses itself through the E.S.P. tests in the labora-
tory, is not subject to the limitations of time and space!

And what is the experience we call death but the final
enforcement of the time-space limitation on a human
life? But if it can be demonstrated that there is a part of
man for which this time-space barrier has no meaning,
a part of man which transcends the barrier and is not
subject to the limitation, then does it not mean that this
part of man may well survive the final enforcement of
the limitation against that part of him which is subject
to it? And when the realization that immortality is not a
fantastic pie-in-the-sky pipe dream but perhaps an actual
fact dawns on atom-beleaguered mankind today, what a
difference will it not make in ethics, in politics, in
religion?

“In a similar speculative way,” says Dr. Rhine, “we
can now at least rationally conceive of the existence of a
universal spirit equivalent to the modern conception of
God.” Can anyone underestimate the significance of such
a statement from the scientific laboratory? And if man
is a spirit, and God is a Spirit, and if telepathy, clair-
voyance, precognition and psychokinesis are established
scientific facts, is it fantastic to think that communication
can be established between man and God, between spirit

and Spirit, by means of prayer? Two modern Christian
philosophers, Gerald Heard and Frank Laubach, have
already developed theories and techniques of prayer
based on the reality of E.S.P.

Best of all, E.S.P. affirms the reality of that spiritual
world which is the true homeland of all religion—that
world beyond this cabined world of space and time which
Dante said is “so strong to fight against all that is false
and low and mean in life.” It brings to bear on the ter-
rible problems of our day the tremendous and inexhausti-
ble resources of that world which is just beyond our
finger tips. It opens the way for a healing of the lesions
torn in the world and in the church by the impact of a
materialistic science, a healing which may have come
just in time to enable mankind to transform its knowledge
of the atom from curse to blessing. It opens the way for
a new church, a new ecclesia, based not on doctrine and
dogma but on the affirmation of Jesus that “it is the spirit
that quickeneth, the flesh profiteth nothing,” and for a
new priesthood trained in the technique of using the re-
sources of the spiritual world for the healing of heart-
sick, mind-sick and body-sick men and women.

A French philosopher once expressed gratitude for “the
good news of damnation.” If nuclear physics has brought
us “the good news of damnation,” parapsychology is now
bringing us the infinitely better news of salvation, the
news of new horizons, new frontiers, new resources. It
is bringing home to us the truth of Du Nouy’s statement
in Human Destiny that “man’s life is not limited to his
existence on this earth, and he must never forget that
fact.”

Yes, the broken circle of faith is mending—and it is
the psychologists rather than the theologians who are
mending it. They are uncovering for us a vast and
illimitable natural resource, and today we stand on the
outermost frontier of this undiscovered country and gasp
in amazement at its wonders, much as the first white
trapper must have gasped when, from a summit in the
Teton Mountains, he gazed for the first time on the majes-
tic miracles of Yellowstone Park.

It would be a sane guess that the way is now open for
one of those tremendous leaps forward in the evolution-
ary scale that have come seldom in human history, but
when they have come have pushed the race furlongs
farther from the slime, and closer to the high place where
the mind of man can comprehend the basic secrets of the
cosmos, its Creator, and the finest product of the inter-
action between the two, the mind itself.

*4 4% 4% 4*
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Eliza. My Lovely Bride

AFTER Grandma Gilpenny’s funeral,
1 everyone was glad to get back to
the house. Everything now was as it al-
ways had been, except that Grandma was
not there, though there was a faint smell
of her still, a not unpleasant aroma of
camphor and peppermint and rose water
around her old chair by the window.

It had been stifling and uncomfortable
during the funeral and at the cemetery,
everyone had been quite miserable. The
voice of the Reverend Mr. Titterlee had
droned on and on in sonorous accom-
paniment to the messy rain: *“And-ah
though l-ah gave up my-ah body to-ah
be burned for-ah my-ah friends and have
not love-ah, then am I-ah nothing . . .
ah....”

Frequently, too frequently for their comfort, he paused
and gazed in respectful sympathy at his small damp
congregation—those perennial children whom Grandma
Gilpenny had loved; her “dear, faithful” Phil and “hand-
some” Paul, her “precious” Sue and “sweet” Jess and
“poor, dear” Elliot.

They stood quietly and with bowed heads while Mr.
Titterlee said, not once, but several times, “l-ah die-ah
aspiring.” Finally, they listened to his last . . . from-ah
everlasting until-ah everlasting.” Then they returned to
their cars, still quietly, decently, but with more spring to
their walks. They bowled home through the rain, a little
more at ease now and relaxed because they had gotten
through this thing somehow, because it was done. It was
done, but Mr. Titterlee showed no sign of giving up the
floor, “Your-ah Mother, a most-ah wonderful woman . . .
ah... .”

Eliza Gilpenny had been a very old woman, such an
old woman that when she died at eighty-nine, there was
no one left who cared particularly. No one, that is,
except Phil. Phil cared: he cared bitterly. For suddenly

DOROTHY ERSKINE

Phil was a middle-aged man, now that
his mother was gone. He was, more
nearly, a middle-aged woman, for though
he was a big, strong man with nothing
womanish or effeminate about him, he
did all the things that a woman might
have done and did them better, with more
ease and less fuss.

Yes, Phil had become, through his
mother, a famous housewife. He canned
fruits, made jellies and preserves, washed,
swept and garnished, mended like a tailor,
ironed with a beautiful, mechanical pre-
cision, and scolded his mother when she
was a naughty old woman. For in the
end, their roles had become reversed. He
was the mother, loving and giving, and
she was his old child.

And a bad, old child she had sometimes been; wetting
herself when she knew better, refusing to eat without
coaxing, protesting against a bath. For she liked to be
dirty, as a child does, now that her senses were leaving
her. With a child’s wisdom, she perceived the futility of
forever washing at herself when she would only be dirty
all over again by tomorrow. She would stay as she was.
It was easier. And she lied with an amazing affectation
of candor, or perhaps she did not lie, since she believed it
herself. She imagined, that was all.

And she stole; useless, highly colored gimcracks, with
an expression of the most cunning triumph. Yes, she was
very old, so old that she seemed hardly less alive now that
she was dead. Where are you now, Eliza, my lovely
bride? Where are you, sweet and tender mother?

But Phil, what is he to do?—Phil, who held her hand
as it worked in her last struggle, reaching and grasping
as though she would drag him, too, over into death. For
life had flowed in and around him, and then left him
behind. The house, too, had been caught in a backwash.
It is absurd, a farmhouse in the middle of town, with fac-

Dorothy Erskine, a native of Ohio and graduate of Ohio State University, is the author
of the novel, The Crystal Boat, published by L. B. Fischer. Her story, “A Time for Love,”
appeared in the December issue of Tomorrow. Miss Erskine now lives in Baltimore where
she is at work on a novel which will feature the characters in “Eliza, My Lovely Bride.”
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and stores all about it, and a railroad chug-chug-
whoo oo-ing at a doorstep where hens should have
gathered clucking for corn.

Yes, it is all absurd. But Phil had been her prop, her
mainstay. He was the one she could depend upon. And
when the others had started to go, one to China and one
to a weed-choked plot in the old graveyard, and the others
to be married, or to better themselves somewhere else,

Phil was the one she had clung to—the one she had
needed. The others were all right in their way, but when
she saw that she might, finally, be left alone, she made
him promise that he would stay with her to the end.

The promise had been easy enough to make, for Eliza
Gilpenny was then already a frail, white-haired, pink-
cheeked, old lady of sixty odd, who suffered one mortal
illness succeeding another. Everyone knew it was only
a matter of a month, a year. But afterwards, when every-
thing was comfortably arranged, she had settled herself
down and lived to be eighty-nine. Now Phil’s hands are
empty. He has no one to care for, to protect, to be

responsible for. He is alone and he is now too old to
change.

HAT of the others? Where is Sue; for Sue was the

prettiest, the sweetest? Sue was the beauty of the
family. Sue is sharp tempered now, and cross-grained,
not from malice but from habit, for she has come to think
of herself as a much put upon woman. Within herself, she
is still the beauty, rosy and straight, with sleek, yellow
curls. But the coquette, and all her pretty, playful ways, is
imprisoned now in layers of fat. She has had a slight stroke
and her tongue is nervous, her mouth is wry.

Like most beauties, she has managed to make a bad
marriage. Nothing spectacular, but a slow, steady jog
downhill. There has been a certain amount of drinking.
There have been promotions that did not come off. There
have been hasty speculations. There has been no stability,
no companionship. Yet even now, there is almost enough.
Sue is fed and clothed and housed, if not lavishly, at least
adequately. But she won’t forget. She bears resentment
for a whole, long series of affronts.

Sue has achieved a sort of minor celebrity in the town
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by not speaking to Ed—not, that is, directly—for the last
fifteen years. ““Please ask your father to pass me the salt,”
she says to her daughter Jeanne every night at table. And
Jeanne relays the message to Ed. They have outworn now
all active animosity and they ignore each other, com-
fortably, from long habit, without thinking much about it

Sometimes it is hard to remember how it all came about
and why it seemed so important. It had something to do
with Jeanne’s sixth birthday party. Ed had come home
drunk—that was it. Sue told him then that she would
never speak to him again. And she never had either, she
told herself with quiet satisfaction. It was not a very
grand gesture, but it had embarrassed and humiliated
him, and it showed that she was not a woman to be
trifled with.

Still and all, she has Jeanne: Jeanne who is a pretty
girl, though not, Sue thinks, as pretty as Sue herself was
at Jeanne’s age. But still, she is a pretty girl, this exten-
sion of her ego. The boys flock around her and the vain,
young beauty that is within Sue, who sees with Jeanne’s
eyes and talks with her mouth is at last appeased a little,
for she goes dancing with Jeanne in ridiculous slippers
made, apparently, of a strap and a buckle and d French
heel. She steals Butch Hoppner from under the very nose
of that silly old Clarice Wintner. She revels in Clarice’s
discomfiture. She frowns upon Carl Schumin because he
is too old and on Buddy Lempner because he is IQO
young. She has an amazingly seductive bra and pantie
set of white linen lace, and sometimes she has been kissed
under the wisteria vine on the side porch.

And what of Jess, Jess the ugly duckling, Jess who wil
never be a swan, but whose head is screwed on the right
way? Jess is wonderfully homely still, but she is in a
way the flower of the family. Yes, Jess has done better
than anyone could have expected; for nature, who works
indefatigably to cover up her blunders, has given Jess a
husband who is not very smart but at least smart enough
to do as Jess tells him. He is good-looking in a big. |
florid way, and the children are handsome and intelligent.

Jess sits apart, severely a la mode and dripping with
silver fox. Her body is slim and elegant: her face is
ravaged and ugly above the blur of soft, gray fur. Jess
intends to have her mother’s diamond sunburst and setof |
garnets, the mahogany sofa, the sleigh bed, the Dickens |

|
I

prints, the silver tureen and ladle that are no one knows
how old, the six fiddle-back chairs, the Cluny tablecloth.
the eagle mirror, the sconces, the milk-glass plates and
the white China lamb. That is all she wants. The others |
can divide the rest among them. Everything else, she |
reflects, is junk anyhow.

Jess cries easily, more than anyone; for it is aways |
natural for her to do whatever is appropriate. Her family. |
she decides, is a little vulgar, and she wonders how she |
can have gone so far with such a background. Sheisa
garrulous old fool. Jess could laugh. She could stream |
when she remembers that she used to be jealous of Sue. |
had copied her painstakingly, even to wearing a pink |
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ribbon in her hair. God knows what she must have
looked like, with her face, and all that pink. Still, Sue
had been very lovely, so lovely that whenever you saw
her, her beauty came to you with a fresh little shock of
surprise. But she had done nothing with it and now she
billows and creaks under her burden of fat. She is silly
and loud, and talks, without stopping, about Jeanne. Why
must women forever be talking about their children? She
herself never mentions Reade and Ashley unless they
have done something really amusing.

Phil is ruined, too. He is an old woman, an old maid.
And whatever is he going to do with himself until he
dies? He will put clean curtains up all over the house
every two weeks, she supposes, and wipe the cat’s feet
when it comes in from out of doors. He will become
germ conscious and wash the door knobs with an anti-
septic solution. He will die, finally, she thinks, of house-
maid’s knee complicated by hypochondriasis.

And Paul is shabby and dissipated, but in a sort of
Byronic way so that she wonders if it is not a pose. Still,
the cuffs of his trousers are worn, his cravat is spotted,
and he could do with a haircut. He's getting a belly and
his breath is abominable, like a brewer’s truck.

Paul could have done so much, could have made him-
self outstanding. He had been good-looking. It was once
a pleasure just to look at Paul’s nose. And he had had
such charm that he could charge the most commonplace
little story with so much humor and significance that it
seemed an epic.

Without half trying, he might have married Brenda
Tonaar. She had thrown herself at him often enough, Lord
knows. If he had, he would have been in the pink now.
Jess, probably even Brenda herself, doesn't know how
much Brenda is worth, but it is fabulous—only to be
guessed at—and she has never married.

Crazy in love with her Paul had been. “Futility is
futility, Jess,” he had told her one night, “but a cat may
look at a queen.” And then he had shown her a piece
of poetry he had written to Brenda:

You can ensnare

the perfumed air

of twice ten thousand flowers.
High, high, I cry

to the night sky

of hitter, wasted hours.

There had been more of course; something about “the
crescent moon, the light of noon . . . shine pale as penny
dips,” but she had forgotten the rest. That was the test
of poetry, Jess decided. A phrase that tingled along
your spine and cried out to be remembered was the real
thing. Yes, Paul had been a fool. She would like to beat
the be-jesus out of him; for Jess still thought that her
brothers and sisters could have done better if they had
tried. She did not know, as Paul did, that they were the

sort of persons they had to be since they were the sort of
persons they were.
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AND Elliot, poor Elliot. She would like to have some-
ILone in the family of whom she could be a little proud.
But no. Elliot, whose mind had been so cold and clear,
who had had a level-headed common sense like Jess’s,
has been in a sanitarium for the last ten years. Elliot
suffers from a slight derangement that followed a blow
on the head with the conventional, blunt instrument.
Elliot was prudent and resourceful: he saved his watch
and money but he lost his reason. But perhaps “suffer” is
too strong a word. Like the unfortunate Beau Brummel,
he was probably never so happy in his life as he is now.

Elliot views the world with Olympian detachment. He
is strong and his strength gives him a security the rest of
them will never know. The family—his brothers and
sisters—dissemble their unrest with an awkward cor-
diality, a patient reasonableness that fools no one—least
of all Elliot. He hates them in their pity and triumphs in
their fear; for Elliot is free of all earthly bonds of affec-
tion. Blessedly released from inhibition, he sees himself
as a pure spirit in a world of matter.

Elliot wonders what would happen if he were to make
a very natural mistake, as he seems about to do from
time to time. But he knows that nothing would happen.
No one would bat an eye. They wouldn’t know what to
do so they wouldn't do anything. But Elliot giggles
delightedly at the possibilities in the scene and their dis-
comfiture, and is reproved by a sharp prod from Phil.

It is a nuisance, he finds, to leave his snug retreat. It's
an annoyance to come home even for this little time.
Funerals are silly things anyway—far sillier than any-
thing there. (With characteristic delicacy Elliot does not
give the place a name even to himself.)

There, he reigns alone; he is humored, catered to. His
whims are gratified. Serious gentlemen, scholars pore
over him with note books and take down his most casual
utterances. And there is Enni, or Anni, or whatever her
queer, foreign name is.

There is a remarkable and intelligent woman for you,
and they are on terms of the most exquisite intimacy and
understanding. Anni (or Enni) is a charwoman there.
She is not, he realizes, beautiful, his Dulcinea del Toboso.
She looks very much like the little old woman in the
fairy story—the one who was given a magic nut by the
humble wayfarer, and in the end only wished the pan of
sausages on the nose of the little old man, and off again.

He does not know a great deal about her, for her Eng-
lish is very broken; and he finds himself so stimulated by
her mind, her presence, her conversation, that he talks
quite a lot himself when they are together and so misses
much of what she tells him. That’s the trouble with not
being quite there all the time. Sometimes he wonders who
and what and why he is, until in the end he is convinced
that he is not there at all; and if you are not there, nat-
urally you cannot remember everything that happens,
however delicious it may be. Sometimes, of course, he
puts on a little show for them; they expect it, and he does
not like to disappoint anyone.
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,  Enni) like» x* “orll’ he rememl)er’ S*e

Her old bone, exult j» «» She is forever scrub.
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,hew i> no getting around it, »me of them are certainly
nadty fellows—and the women, too. She is forever mop-
ping up, and when he thinks of her, as he does constantly
with a warm rush of emotion, he can almost smell creolin.
Oh, yes, Anni is a remarkable woman, she bobs and
curtsies to him, and once, he recollects with a faint flush
of pleasure, she kissed his hand almost up to the elbow.
That had been the first time he asked her to marry him.
Ah, she knew merit when she saw it. Her mind was free
from vulgar prejudice, was as detached, as clear as his.
He had asked her to marry him many times now. Pro-

posing to Enni had become routine, a pleasant, jocular
habit.

Why will she not accept him? Is it virgin timidity or
is there something between them, between him and this
integral part of himself, if he has a self? Perhaps it
might be religion for she is some sort of a Slavic and
unintelligible Catholic. Still, she is not strict. She has

eaten meat from his plate on a Friday and he remembers
her subsequent comment. ““Slavish peoples don’t have too

many fast days. Slavish peoples got anythings to eat, eat
it, dont got anythings to eat, it's a fast day.” That is
only one example of her beautiful and profound reason-
ableness, he thinks.

He remembers her apple-cheeked grin, her wide tooth-
less giggle when he has asked her, very gravely, to marry
him. It may be that she is still in love with her first
husband, that Pani, and he frowns darkly. She has, he
remembers, compared him to Pani. ‘“You joosts like
Pani, you nice peoples, | like you too much, bye-bye,”
she has told him. She ends all controversy and conversa-
tion with this diminutive, this infantile farewell. Anni
does not fear him; she accepts him as she has learned
after a great deal of painful living to accept all manner
of things—as Elliot himself is learning to accept them.

Now, who is so sane as Elliot? And who so young and
fresh? Elliot, alone, of all the children has not changed,
has not grown older. He is, but for something dark and
secret about the eyes, the handsomest of them all. He has
neither worked nor worried, he still carries his youth like
a banner. And after all, he thinks reasonably; it is absurd
to make such a to-do about Mother. She was an old, a
very old woman and we all must die sometime.

Paul is here too, Paul who showed such promise. His
wife did not come and everyone is a little relieved; for it
is such a strain to be cordial to a woman whom you
would rather kick. For Paul has let them down and they
like to think it is Bess’s fault.

Paul has not married well either, for there is something
in all the Gilpennys that is attracted by the second-rate.
Perhaps it is because they do not, cannot receive their
just due of admiration, of attention, of respect, from
someone who is quite their equal. So Paul, the baby, the
clever one, with his flashes of erratic brilliance, has mar-
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ried a stodgy matron older than himself. They have and
will have no children.

Paul has a hangover this morning. He and Bess were
drinking together last night as they always do, and now
his head throbs and his stomach churns and his mouth
tastes of evil, unmentionable things. He sits quietly, won-
dering a little stupidly how this has all come about, for
certainly he had never meant to do this with his life. Paul,
alone, of all the family, has perceptions enough to see
the maggot that is in all of them. He watches his brothers
and sisters covertly, looking below the surface, feeling a
sort of contemptuous pity for them; for he knows what
they are like—since he knows what he is like himself.
They are a lot of inefficient fools, he thinks. They lack
ruthlessness, the sort of primary courage you must have
if you are to make your mark. All but Jess; Jess has her
head screwed on the right way.

And, looking about him, remembering why he’s here,
he thinks of his mother suddenly. It's queer, but the
thing he remembers best about her, the thing he will
remember until he dies, is her cookies. He can smell
them now; their sweet, hot, spicy odor scenting the
old kitchen. His palate, blurred by cigarettes, by liquor,
by rich, unseasonable food, trembles deliriously at the
thought of their brown, crunchy goodness. And once she
had made them for him and he had eaten them in great
mouthfuls with a dipper of buttermilk from the crock in
the springhouse, nothing he has eaten since has come up
to those cookies.

The house is strange too. He recognizes, with an in-
stinctive little thrill, almost of pleasure, all sorts of things
he thought he had forgotten. The pattern of tiles in the
hearth, one blue and one brown, is comforting in its
familiarity but it is a little frightening too. There is a
crack along one side that he made—how many years
ago?—with a baseball bat. The crack is still there, hut
his mother who was the center of it all—the house, the
children, revolving under her indomitable direction—is
gone.

The old silver spoons, thin and scarred, and chased
with minute cabbage roses, twinkle at him from a tray in
the dining room. He remembers the blown-glass paper
weight and the blue vase with a white frieze of indecorous
nymphs dancing gaily around it. Once he had traced the
delicious curve of their breasts with a stubby forefinger.

The little china lamb upon the mantelshelf that he had
admired extravagantly in his boyhood still wears it
curly, china fleece. On an impulse, he picks it up and
holds it in his hand. It is small and hard and cold, and the
fingers curl easily around it. He had not, he remem-
bered, been allowed to touch that lamb, and suddenly he
wants it again with the old, sick, swooning desire he had
known as a child. Phil would not mind, he thinks, and
he drops it into his pocket.

Paul is particularly annoyed by the unending funeral
eulogy of Mr. Titterlee. Mr. Titterlee is, Paul thinks, the
same pompous old ass he always was. His voice has lost



a little of its old richness, its thick, hot soupiness; but he
still rolls his consonants in the old, elegant way. Paul
wonders if he will forget himself and thunder against
fornication, as he used to on fine spring mornings. He
never spoke well of it, it's true, but his voice had grown
deeper and darker, his eyes more lurid as he catalogued
the lusts of the eye and the lusts of the flesh; as he
savored the venial iniquity of this adorable sin. Always
thinking about it but never getting any of it, Paul tells
himself. The old spiritual was right: “Everybody talkin’
'bout Hevvin ain’t gwine der. . .

Once Paul himself had been a regular communicant on
the off-chance that he would catch a glimpse of Brenda
Tonaar, a smile, a faint whiff of lemon verbena as she
passed. And once Paul had kissed Brenda Tonaar and
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had tasted love on her lips.
lovely bride?

Yes, everyone had been glad to get back to the house,
for there was packing to be done, goodbyes to be said,
trains to be caught. Most of them had a quick stiff drink,
a jolt, in the pantry before dinner and they ate with a
certain zest, a relish. And through it all the Reverend
Mr. Titterlee repeated his recondite and mystifying allu-
sions to the-ah Hittites-ah, hissing perilously through his
false teeth as he did so.

Everything now was as it always had been, except that
Eliza Gilpenny was not there, though there was a faint
smell of her still, a not unpleasant aroma of camphor and
peppermint and rose water about her old chair by the
window.

Where are you now, my

HUGO MANNING

MADRIGAL

Between tumult of fire
And tumult of stone,
What matutinal bird calls
My sleeping power?

O bright and fair

Are the towers of your limbs,
But brighter and more fair
The graces of your heart.

Lean, my love, lean
On my waiting arm

And let us depart

From the cold, doomed valley

Where the world’s weeping flower,
Like a poisoned bird,

Lies at our feet,
Alone, alone.

And listen, listen—

Wind and sea and stars rejoice,
O sing, without anger,

Love’s pleasure and psalm.

O fair heart, come

To the high hill of dreams
Where wonder and wisdom
Forever kiss and meet.
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Return to New Guinea

JOURNEYED back into history recently and returned

to New Guinea. | first left this island when my outfit
moved up for the invasion of Leyte. That was four years
ago, when the war had turned the last primitive bastion
of the Pacific into a vast military depot. Plantations and
villages had changed into sleek two-lane coral highways
and landing fields. The waterways, formerly areas for
spear fishing and crocodile hunting, had been transformed
into secret harbors for naval craft. The many place names
on this strange island were now acutely related to the
memories of hundreds of thousands of men. No longer
were Lae, Salamaua, Buna, Port Moresby, Milne Bay, just
names on a map. We had invaded a world that still
practiced a stone-age culture behind the Terracelli moun-
tain range, an abysmal, sickening, malarial jungle where
only adventurers and explorers trekked. Here we had
brought another civilization, or at least its tools of war,
which included many of our quickest ways of building
temporary homes, roads, airstrips, and the varied items
that furnished more than primitive comfort for our
soldiers.

During the war, | had hated New Guinea for its crawl-
ing triumph over man, for the surrender of my personal
life, for the discipline of the uniform. But now, as a
civilian on another mission, | was the reporter searching
for the past, discovering the epitaphs of death in the
crashed planes as yet unfound. | was accompanying the
Royal Australian Air Force Searcher-Party seeking miss-
ing personnel and aircraft.

In the quiet of New Guinea, only so recently disturbed
by the bombardments of invading armies, a burgeoning
new civilization was taking root. The Australians who
had settled there before the war as planters, grazers, gold
miners and traders had returned; they had increased al-
most threefold the 6,329 non-native population of 1941.

My route was the same | had taken before from Aus-
tralia. Leaving Archer Field, Brisbane, | noted the re-
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minders of the past in my journal: “We took off at
1700, with tea and toast for a pick-me-up breakfast, ar-
riving in Townsville, Queensland, at 1115. The airstrip
was totally deserted. Only khaki-painted barracks and
canteens with faded signs, like ‘U. S. Army Report Here,’
were evident.” Formerly a bustling war town, hot and
humid, Townsville had only its weather left. It had re-
turned to sheep-grazing and other pastoral habits. The
Australian accent had replaced the varied American
speech tones of 1943-44. The change was more acute
because of the absence of Americans, the silent streets,
and the empty pubs where we had sung “Waltzing
Matilda.” In one pub, a fat barmaid had boasted that
she had received over $12,000 in tips one year from
the very generous Americans. | returned to the pub. The
owners had changed and she was no longer there. The
pub, like the city outside, was quiet and almost deserted.

In the Officers’ Mess, the bar was open. Someone
was playing the Special Service phonograph and the
old U.S.O. records. The phonograph whined away while
three R.A.A.F. men, standing at the bar, echoed the nos-
talgic Bing Crosby refrains, muted by time and corro-
sion. Like the records, these men had stayed on. Seeking
the valid permanance of the civil service in long enlist-
ments, they were couriers running the air ferry that went
all the way to Japan. Townsville was just another land-
ing field to them in a new career.

The next morning, our plane swooped over the awful
flatness of Townsville and we headed through the break
in the Barrier Reef across the China Straits. | recalled
other trips to New Guinea, when we had fighter escorts
trailing us. Now we saw only the blue sea, coral islands
and atolls, with an occasional fishing vessel coming back
from the trolling areas, but no cruisers. Scattered and
solemn little items returned to my memory, like the
lieutenant commander who had once borrowed three
bottles of whisky. | never saw him again. ... The
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twenty-eight officers, schoolmates of mine, who had been
drowned in the bay when a Japanese sub sank their
ship back in 1943. . . . One time | had made a trip
through the China Straits in a large tug which dragged
three tows behind us. We hit a bad storm and had to
cut the tows loose. Weeks later the Navy was still chas-
ing the stranded tows. . . . The armadas had gone from
these waters and | was returning alone.

The plane landed at Jackson Field, Port Moresby, on
a billowing airstrip. Half the strip was dangerous and
closed off with empty oil drums. Only a dozen men were
operating the airstrip now. The barracks looked rotted,
the mosquito wiring stove-in and broken. “It's all gone
bung!” said a thin flight sergeant. During the six-mile
jeep trip to Port Moresby he added, “You'll recognize
precious little in town now. The planters are back and
up to the neck in government muck.” 1 observed en-
campments without campers, tents without occupants,
everything caved in. Ela Beach, once called Brothel Beach,
no longer had crash-boats rushing by, and gone, too, was
the particular activity which had earned it its trade name.
In Lakatois, big-breasted, almost nude Papuan women
smiled as they paddled by in their boats. We were the
oddity, after all.

Australian ex-servicemen who had decided to settle in
New Guinea bought the large U.S. Army rec-hut and
transformed it into a social club. The interior still had
the decorations of 1944—the palm fronds, bamboo blinds
and tinseled stage. The Papuan waiters were still scurry-
ing around on bare feet, carrying whiskys and soda; the
U.S.0. library was still on the shelves, mostly odd-and-
end books and nothing of the last few years. But the
greatest architectural change in Port Moresby was the
Papuan Hotel, adjacent to the movie house which was
to open in a few months. This was the pattern of the
new New Guinea preparing the next stage of growth.

Mr. Egleston, the manager of the Papuan Hotel, of-
fered to tell me the future he envisaged for Port Moresby.
His company was planning a summer resort, with planes
to carry the guests from the Australian mainland. He
had a Southwest Pacific-Miami Beach-Atlantic City all
laid out. There would be special yachts built for these
waters, trails into the mountains, and tours of the battle-
fields and cemeteries. The docks, warehouses and water
systems the American Army had built and left, or sold
for very little, were in Mr. Egleston’s idyllic blueprint
for the future. The movie house was to set the pattern
of this paradise (the natives would not be allowed to
attend). The Australian Government, however, had other
ideas regarding the development of New Guinea.

Edward Ward, the Minister of External Territories,
had said that New Guinea was to be developed for the
benefit of the natives and the ex-servicemen, with the
future of the natives coming first. Neither Mr. Egleston
nor the planters were happy. Later, I met Col. John
Keith Murray, the Administrator, at Government House,
formerly Gen. MacArthur’s headquarters. He gave me
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the official point of view, which differed radically from
what the planters had in mind. Over a Tom Coffins he
told me that colonialism was finished, that he was going
to run Papua for the benefit of the Papuans. No more
two-year contracts (indentured labor) for the profit of
the planters. The natives were going to rebuild their
shattered villages, learn Western forms of agriculture,
and be taught at the many schools that were now being
planned. He had in mind a kindergarten of arts, crafts,
industry, medical services and education—everything nec-
essary to build up Papua and New Guinea as self-sus-
taining territories, with self-rule as the eventual goal.

N the harbor lay the “S. S. Reynella” carrying more

than a hundred planters on their way back to their
former plantations in Rabaul. They had stocked the
ship with all sorts of livestock and goods. Starting life
again after having been forced to flee in 1942 when the
Japanese invaded Rabaul, they wondered what they would
find when they returned. Their houses had been burned,
their plantations were covered with vines. Labor would
be difficult to find. The laws governing the use of na-
tive labor had become more strict, particularly regarding
wages, food, hours of work and punishment. Neverthe-
less, right at the dock, | saw natives (prisoners from
the penal colony) unloading the heavy cargo from the
“S.S. Reynella.” Other natives, armed, guarded them.

The woman who cut my hair at the barbershop had
returned only two weeks before from Australia. Her hus-
band had been killed when an American sub sank the
Japanese prison ship “Montevideo,” evacuating Australian
residents from Rabaul early in 1942. She cut hair to
support herself while she waited to go on to Rabaul. She
sympathized with the natives. They had seen American
engineering transform swamps and jungles into camps
and staging-areas for the war up north; they had learned
to drive bulldozers and trucks, and had worked at vari-
ous odd jobs with engineering units. The touch of democ-
racy, bequeathed to them under the circumstances of the
war, was paying off now. They too would inherit the vast
coral highways they had helped to build. Meanwhile,
jungle civilization was returning to the jungle all too
quickly. The newly arrived white settlers were attempt-
ing to restore the banana, rubber and coconut planta-
tions, to rearrange the war disorder, to restrain the over-
all resurrection of kunai grass, moss and rot.

A few days later | received an invitation to Government
House. Col. Murray had also invited Nola Luxford, the
founder of the Anzac Club in New York. We listened
intently to Col. Murray’s digest of the Australian Govern-
ment’s plan for New Guinea. “The first task of recon-
struction is to regain contact with the native peoples in
areas overrun and devastated by the Japanese. It is the
intention of the Australian Government to develop the
territory and Papua to the utmost for the welfare of the
inhabitants in accordance with the United Nations Char-
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L . J «7 000 000 has been_ provided for the admmis-
ier antf the provisional territory of Papua-New Guinea

for>< coming year, as compared with an annual grant

of $136,000, made to the administration of Papua be-
fore the war.”
These plans included the rebuilding of villages, towns
and settlements, the exploitation of natural resources,
including gold mining and oil, now being sought by
various companies which had spent over $1,000,000 in
geological search and drilling. Aviation, shipping, agri-
culture and health departments would be part of the
extensive development. With an estimated population of
one million natives, a few thousand Chinese and almost
fifteen thousand whites, New Guinea would, when things
were back to normal, surpass its prewar production of
89,000 tons of copra and rubber. Furthermore, the na-
tives, despite their primitive agricultural ideas, could be
taught to grow coffee, tea, cocoa, cinchona and fibers.
The missionaries, who had recently concluded the first
Southwest Pacific Convention in seven years, were going
to cooperate with the government’s program instead of
pushing special programs of their own. They insisted on
a new labor code, a balanced daily diet, the repatria-
tion of natives to their villages. The increase of the
white health staff to 238 medical assistants and the es-
tablishment of more native hospitals at strategic sections,
as well as training natives as medical assistants, were
part of their program.

HE radio nerve center of the war, 9PA Radio Mores-
by, was no longer isolated and guarded. It lay in
a grove, open to all. A few years ago the war corres-
pondents had camped here, when MacArthur lived on
the hill at Government House. Our technician, Mr. Vane,
informed me that | was due to make a half-hour broad-
cast. | was to tell what it was like for an American,
who had been to New Guinea during the war, to come
back. From Radio Moresby my talk reached all the is-
lands, all the police posts and medical stations. My im-
pressionistic on-the-spot talk regaled my audience. I, an
American, had come back again, literally because New
Guinea was in my blood. Despite the changes that were
taking place, | would always see the New Guinea of
1943 and 1944. The natives were now living in the cor-
rugated army huts along the water, at Hanabada. Port
Moresby had 1,500 white civilians instead of the pre-
war 300; the soldiers, who made up the new population,
had returned to revisit old haunts, and then to settle the
places they now claimed. They had a blood relationship
to the soil. The government subsidy would help them
build this last frontier into a nation one day. When |
finished my talk over the “mosquito network,” as it had
been called during the war, | felt like a citizen on this
strange, huge jungle island. | knew that | had returned
because | loved this place and its past.
The Lae | had known was a noisy replacement depot.
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Now | saw only razorback mountains and brown-green
vegetation. At Finchhafen, which, because it had been
highly developed as a port, was expected to become the
new capital of New Guinea, | found thirteen teen-age
Americans, part of the Fifth Air Force, guarding a ware-
house, the contents of which would soon be shipped to
China and the Indies. Commerce was desperately trying
to ensure the civilian peace by picking up the material
left behind by the war. Visiting Base “F,” | remembered
how the planes landed right behind the U.S. Coast Guard
Station, at Dobodurra, which the Royal Australian Navy
now ran. We had built it up into a resort, with living
quarters over the inlet like summer shacks in the Adiron-
dacks. | walked away from the destruction, walked down
to where the “Liberties” and “Victories” used to dock
at Langamach. And now the docks and the approaches
were toppling. Burned-out hulks lay in the water.

The two-lane highway at Finch—on which, it was once
said, “one could walk knee-deep in the mud after one
of those great rains and still get dust in one’s eyes"—
had lost its U.S.l look. The chapel on South 11th Street,
Finchhafen, where the soldiers used to sell each other
aluminum trinkets, lay on its side. A crude crucifix had
been propped -up by some religious native as a memento.
Half-blurred, humorous signs pointed to every city in
the world. “New York, 10,000 miles this way” was stuck
on a post, though the direction was downward rather
than to the east. At Song River, as soft as its minstrel
name, 1 met a few of the kid-soldiers on their way home
from a crocodile hunt. | remembered when the soldiers
hunted other game.

At Butaweng Creek and Mape River, the steel bridges
built by army engineeers were half destroyed, careening
dangerously. Contractors from Australia and the Orient
were buying up anything that was considered “surplus.”
The tent city of 476th Q.M. Truck Co. looked as if the
occupants had left for a weekend. From there the men
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had gone on to the Philippines, then to Okinawa and
Japan. A few passing natives grinned at my camera, as
| snapped them walking half-dressed in army clothes, worn
more for decoration than necessity in this ferment of
heat and rain. | laughed when | saw a three-year-old
native boy wearing a huge army raincoat, with an Aus-
tralian Digger's hat for an umbrella. The half million
soldiers had gone, leaving most of their trappings to the
flora, fauna and Melanesian man. Progress meant remov-
ing these symbols of the past, of war and death.

HE whole scene was gruesome, a Walpurgisnacht of

memory and emotion. Near by was the American
cemetery, with the bodies of 12,000 troops, guarded by
thirty-three teen-age soldiers only three months in the
army. It was a dull time for them, in a dead land with
a deathly caretaker’s task. In the recreation hall were
a dozen bodies, in gunny sacks, that the Australians had
shipped to the American cemetery at Finchhafen. The
history of one: he had bombed Lae when it was held by
the Japanese in June 1942. Reported missing, his body
was now in a sack, recovered only a few weeks ago from
a sago swamp behind the Lae airstrip.

Two of the kid-soldiers came from Brooklyn. The
fact that | lived in New York, and had come back to
New Guinea, baffled them. Why should anyone visit this
miserable place? With intense excitement the entire pla-
toon dragged out their best uniforms, lined up in front
of the broken-down chapel and gaped endlessly into my
snapping Leica. Except for guarding the war graves and a
few warehouses containing unsold material, these soldiers
no longer belonged in the new New Guinea which was
anxiously growing amid the remnants of war.

| finished with Finch and returned to Lae to continue
the story of the search for the dead and the missing. |
met Father Bodger, the English missionary who had lived
in New Guinea for fifteen years. He had toured the
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United States during the war, explaining the war of the
jungles. Later President Roosevelt awarded him an hon-
orary medal. Father Bodger had been attending the
missionary convention. The changes the missionaries
found were even more apparent than the enlarged pidgin
vocabulary of the natives, mostly Gl talk mixed with
everything else not strictly theological or spiritual. | met
“little” Wauri, the native boy who used to help me
back to the ship with the stores from the commissary.
Now he was a grown man, but still calling me Tabauda
(master), smiling majestically. He was now a cook work-
ing for the Australians, getting two pounds more than
he had received during the war. He had learned to read
and carried a copy of Life under his arm.

Near Lae was bloody Buna’'s “Scarlet Beach,” where
native boats skimmed by instead of fast supply cruis-
ers, amphibian ducks and crash-boats. A pile of rubble,
hacked from planes, lay on the road running down to
the beach, where many Australians had been killed in
1942. Even this rubble had a buyer’s name over it! The
natives were using the strips of aluminum, called “alu-
minium” by the Australians, for lacing the top of their
thatched huts, for arm bands, for toy wrist watches and
other trinkets of their native imagination. At nearby
“Intersect,” where the WACS used to be stationed, the
natives were living in the massive huts. When they had
built them for the army, they were always singing, their
voices rising in terrifying crescendos. Now these huts
were their homes. The road from Buna to Oro Bay waved
like a wheat field. On this road | had seen an army
captain killed, hit by an amphibious duck as he stepped
out of a command car. Now there was only kunai grass
covering the road like a green blanket.

Later | saw Lae itself, dirty, run down, its former mili-
tary shine having departed with its caretakers. The bridge
of the Japanese freighter which was sunk in 1942 still
stuck above the waters, but the name was no longer vis-
ible. The petroleum docks where the Australians used
to scrounge for spare parts were completely in the Huon
Gulf. Lae had been one of the foremost frontier towns
before the war, with a real highway—the entrance to
the gold fields at Wau. The gold-mining machinery was
still there. The Wau-Bololo Gold Mining Company was
suing the Australian Government for a million dollars,
said to have been stolen in gold nuggets by scavengers
as the Japanese were about to descend in 1942. Though
there was a trail through to Wau, the planes had brought
in all the mining machinery back in 1936. It took a week
then to walk the twenty-six miles from Lae.

The first American cemetery, adjacent to where the
Bread-Baking Military Unit had operated, had been moved
to the main cemetery at Finchhafen; but the tomb over
the dead Japanese soldier, that | had first seen in 1943,
remained, and his body was still waiting to be claimed.
Along the Markham Road, leaving Lae, the telephone
poles the army had put up were bent over with the weight
of lush vegetation. At former sentry posts stood booths
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1 ,»a The road to the former air field at

n>XK from which the Fifth Air Force had ranged
throughout the Pacific, was dense with jungle growth.

Nadzab, with its many miles of bays for hiding the thou-
sand planes that once lay there, was a solemn spectacle
of waste, decay and destruction, the broken twisted planes
making a forest of aluminum. The bombers in their dis-
array, lacking the military sanitation of wholeness, were
stripped of their engines and instruments—the ghosts of
former aerial journeys.
In the jeep, | raced across the immense strip until
| reached the center, where the B24’s and B25’s, the
Thunderbolts and Lightnings still stood, poised in their
surrealist madness, waiting for the destruction of time.
Crippled, burned, their propellers at all angles, they
added to the gutted aluminum wastes. Here was a civ-
ilization of disintegrating machine-made arts. Belts of
ammunition lay rusted among bomb releases, neat as
ever, ready for the lever’s movement. Still on these planes,
awaiting the junk man, were the old Varga decorations,
insinuating sex and death at one lurid moment. Strikes
were marked up in brown stencilings. “The Jaded Saint”
had at last realized its role, without wings or a tail.
Some weeks later | was back at Port Moresby, com-
pleting the history of the search with Squadron Leader
Keith Rundle. They had found eighty-five planes in the
two-year search and the remains of several hundred men.
Now we were completing the search, going over the Ko-
koda Trail. | remembered its heroic history, the odyssey
of men who had first stopped the Japanese. The Austral-
ians had marched over the Kokoda Trail to Wau, where
they had met our forces coming in from the sea. “Hell-
Fire Pass,” this side of the Kokoda Trail, with the wooden
bridge riding the gap below, had earned its name early
in 1942, when Port Moresby was the last stop on the
invasion list of the Japanese Army, prior to the conquest
of Australia. That was the time that cows, pasturing in
a field at Milne Bay, had frightened the Japanese on their
way to Gili.
| saw Roana Falls again, near the red buildings of the
sapphire mine allegedly belonging to Errol Flynn. The
blood-soaked Kokoda Trail began where Roana Falls

tumbled into the Gap. Scrub-typhus and malaria had
knocked out more than seventy-five per cent of the Aus-
tralian forces in 1942. Now a monument stood there,
inscribed: “In memory of the officers, N.C.O.’s and men
of the Australian Military Forces who died on the Ko-
koda Track in June-November 1942.” Then a short verse:
“To strive, to seek and not to yield.” The Australian
men who had gone over the “track” would know for-
ever the meaning of this stone set amid scrub-typhus and
malarial insects. So would the “Fuzzy Wuzzy Angels,”
as the Papuan carriers, who brought back the sick and
the wounded, were called. Now the ““angels” would, with
an enlightened colonial policy, share in the democracy
of this epitaph.

New Guinea had changed in the violence of its own
setting. The South Pacific Commission, composed of the
United States, the United Kingdom, France, the Nether-
lands, New Zealand and Awustralia, was now bound to
redress past grievances. Within a year, two meetings had
been held featuring discussions of native problems with
special emphasis on living and working conditions. In
1949 another conference will take place, followed by the
projected Suva Conference to be held in 1950. These
conferences form part of the change wrought by a war.
We, as invaders, had disrupted the native economy and,
as in New Guinea, had swamped their culture with our
machines of death. Now these are being welded into
instruments for agriculture and the pursuits of peace.
Prior to the war, progress had been visible in the tedi-
ous development of Port Moresby, a miniature town with
few stores and government agencies. Now, the Civil
Administration had imported hundreds of workers from
the Australian mainland to teach and advise the million
New Guinea natives in Papua and the Mandated Terri-
tory. It had taken a war to change the face of these
islands, and its aftermath was bringing social progress,
ironically, to the most uncivilized of peoples. They had
instinctively sided with the Allies and had begun the
preliminary tasks, during the war, by helping in the con-
struction of roads, warehouses, docks, airstrips, and by
learning to fight malaria. Through these efforts they
had prepared the ground for their own future.



lhe Tale of William Hurdt

HE tale of William Hurdt, tailor, if not seen through
the eyes of a senile madman, would be boring beyond
words. | was able to see the laboriously verified history
of William Hurdt in such fantastic coherence only because
this lame old man of ninety years hinted, with his scant
remarks in the convent garden, that all that which had
befallen him was a punishment for his willful muteness.
Of course, my suspicions were aroused from the very
beginning by one general opinion concerning William
Hurdt. It was said of our tailor that he used to be strict
with himself as well as with others, and | do not like to
hear these words. | have a feeling that they are a cloak
for nothing else but reckonings kept in remarkably good
order.

“Just let there be an inspection!” arrogantly proclaim
these people who are strict with themselves as well as
with others. ““Let it come; not the smallest of faults will
be found!”

Such braggarts are right, on the whole, because even
the most expert calculator in the world could not find their
sums to be incorrect. However, it is as if they sensed that
there are two kinds of accounts and as if, somewhere
deeply within themselves is smothered the cry of a bad
conscience: “You crafty imposter.” It is not for naught
that every little while they urge us to look into their
account books and to approve the balance.

Seemingly, the tailor, William Hurdt, rather pitied his
younger brother, Charles. He himself started to speak of
him more often than his friends dared to.

“I heard that Charles is to be married. | sent him three
hundred gold pieces. Let us not quibble whether it is
money thrown away.” After this resigned statement one
would swear that William Hurdt is not a niggard. “His
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future wife smokes in public, they say. Yes, she also
belongs to the theatre.”

They wrote to each other ... at least three times a
year. No one suspected how intensely each letter from
his brother agitated the tailor for William Hurdt knew
how to control himself. Barons and ministers patronized
his salon; his wife was the niece of the burgomaster; his
cook had cooked for the banker, Neumann; such palms
which had more than once rested in the hand of the
monarch pressed his right hand—he had to know how
to control himself! He stuck the letter into his pocket
carelessly, recalled a heap of necessary directions for the
cutter, re-measured his new customer once again and went
outside to smoke his cigar. Several times, as if by chance,
his fingers brushed against the pocket which held his
brother’s letter. He returned to the workshop and then,
without haste, made his way to his rooms. In the room
where large portraits of his wife’s parents hung (he was
slightly afraid of those cold, threatening faces), he sat
down on the sofa and for awhile played with the letter.
He weighed it and turned it over in his fingers. Then he
went stealthily to the door and turned the key. He would
also have liked very much to cover up both portraits,
those knowing, pitiless, stubbornly mute guardians of his
wife’s marital happiness.

These strange actions of the solid William would surely
have surprised all his acquaintances and above all his
brother Charles. The letters with which the tailor per-
formed such a mysterious ceremony behind closed doors
were wholly innocent. Alas, too conventional. About like
this: “The Lord be praised, | am well. I often think of
you. Your gift was a pleasant surprise. As you know, an
actor never has any superfluous money. | hope that you
are happy and | send my most hearty greetings to you and
to your wife.”

Our tailor breathlessly devoured the words beautifully
written in a flowing hand. His countenance was pale or
ruddy according to whether he found or did not find that
which he sought. He looked for regret in the letters of
his ne’er-do-well brother. Sometimes he discovered it, and
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' "X'd.reVVhtaself on ““fa, carefully arranged the
pillows under his head; suddenly affrighted, he pulled his
feet down to the floor and hastily dusted off bits of mud
from the shaggy cover. He was not allowed to stretch
out freely in this house and in this room watched over by
the somber faces of his wife’s parents. He pressed his fists

to his breast. He was not lying in a comfortable position;

he was hunched up. His eyes closed. He saw his wife’s
corset, saw the cutter, saw himself writing the accounts

... bowing to the customers. Once during such fancies

he even moaned loudly. Then he was immensely fright-
ened. Quickly he went to unlock the door and when he
returned to the sofa he was entirely his own self again.
He seated himself properly and in a mannerly way. He did

not even cross his legs. What was he thinking of? | will
tell you:

They had both known her at the time Charles was nine-
teen and William was twenty-three. She appeared in some
sort of suburban cabaret which had a very ridiculous
name. A spoiled child, such a frivolous toy! “Run away
with me,” she whispered into William Hurdt’s tousled hair
between kisses. “Where to?” She lifted up his head by
the chin and covered his eyes with her forehead: “How
do | know where?” At that time William Hurdt stood on
the threshold of a career. But even then William Hurdt
loved money. “Foolish child! Run away with you and
leave everything?”

That night the foolish child ran away with the younger
brother. How do | know where! At the same time
William Hurdt's money disappeared—not a small sum.
Charles left him only a letter: “I will return everything to
you; forgive me, it will be my misfortune but I love her.
I am not a thief, | will return everything to you to the
last heller.”

God! Oh God, it was frightful! And most abominable
of all—after some time the younger brother actually did
return everything. Then, for the first time in his life,
money was repulsive to the tailor. To be sure, the spoiled,
foolish child deserted Charles. Eight months later she had
had enough of him. At that time William Hurdt answered
Charles’ despairing letter with embittered pathos: “I for-
gave you for what you had done but | forbid you ever to
enter my house.” (At that time he had no house.) Charles
wrote anew: that he is conscious of his great guilt, that
he knows he did not make up for it by returning the stolen
money, that he wants nothing from his brother but under-
standing. That he, William, would also have run away
from everything at that time if he had known how to love
someone more than money and if he had not been afraid
to take a leap into the dark.

Then things went from bad to worse with Charles. He
lived miserably but they say he was not unhappy. (Let
someone explain this to William Hurdt!) People say that
Charles is not unhappy. They saw him, spoke with him;
he sat in a country inn over his beer, ten theatrical hair-
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brained fellows around him joking, laughing as at a wed-
ding. And with it all not a heller in his pocket. The girl
for whom he had stolen deserted him. To what end had
he come—nhe probably sleeps in a circus wagon, he dare
not go amongst decent people—and yet he feels like laugh-
ing. Indeed! Well, this news really made the tailor
furious. Is it possible? Aren’t you mistaken? He even
goes to church? Unheard-of insolence!

He never wrote for money. But William Hurdt sent it
to him of his own accord, at Christmastime and for his
birthday. He wished his wife and friends to know of this.
He also wanted them to take it badly. He defended himself
against the reproaches of his wife and friends with an
embarrassed smile which was to reveal his only weakness:

“What do you expect? After all, he is my brother. At
any rate, he is not allowed to enter my house!”

If the walls of the locked room had been able to repro-
duce the soliloquy of William Hurdt over his brother's
letters, the family would have discovered an astonishing
thing. It would have learned that Charles had ruined Wil-
liam’s whole life. It would have perceived that the tailor
harbors a deadly hatred for his brother. But why? Why?
William Hurdt himself did not quite know why. He
thought only of this: that one night he could have Stepped
into the darkness and he had not. Because of fear and
because of greed. That someone else went in his place
and that this other one was not overtaken by a great
punishment. But it had overtaken William. For what?
Because he is respectable, solid, conscientious, strict with
himself as well as with others?

William Hurdt must be still. He is mute. Words belong
to him in so far as he forms them into sentences within
himself. But just as soon as they pass his lips they change
beyond recognition and belong to someone else. They
belong to the husband of the burgomaster’s niece who has
twenty thousand gold pieces in the bank and ugly pouches
under protruding eyes. They belong to the tailor of bar-
ons and ministers, to the brusque master of the cook Who
used to cook for the banker Neumann. They belong to
one of the most esteemed clients of the town bank; belong
to all the devils, only not to William Hurdt. That night,
that disastrous night, if he had spoken himself, and not &
a man on the threshold of a career, he would never have
said: “Foolish child! Run away with you and leave every-
thing?” Ah, only the walls of that locked room where
ugly portraits of two disagreeable faces hung were Witness
to the helpless rage of a man who was not master of his
words. This other one could babble as he pleased mean-
while; let his tongue speak what was in his heart. He did
not have to say “brother” when he wished to say “&n-
emy’”; he did not have to say “my conscience is clear” if
he wished to say “lI am unhappy.”

William Hurdt was already thirty-eight when a litle
man with a beard and a harelip came to his salon bringing
greetings from the younger brother and great news:
Charles was to be married. The tailor took his visitor
into the room of his hidden secret; placed him in a chair



opposite him, brought out a bottle, two wine glasses and
filled and re-filled them. He himself did not drink but
only smoked. Blue-gray smoke engulfed the room out of
which occasionally floated two morose faces in gilded
frames like ones drowned.

“What do you know of this woman?”

“She is twenty years old. Pretty. She lived with George
Hvezdinsky for about a year. That is his artistic name,
you know; otherwise his name is Kominicek, the best
tragedian of our company.”

“What do you mean—Ilived?”

“Well, they slept together, if you please.”

“And Charles knows about this?”

“Why, we all know about it. They are the best of
friends—I mean, your brother and George Hvezdinsky.”

“The best of friends!”

“Yes. Charles is a dear fellow. We all like him. A fright-
fully sincere person.”

“He gives everything away about himself, en?”

“So, so—everything.”

Sometime later something very unusual occurred in this
same room. Behind locked doors William Hurdt tore
open a new letter from his brother which, without a doubt,
contained the news of the forthcoming marriage. A photo-
graph fell to the floor. The photograph of a beautiful
girl's head. Fragile waves of blonde hair, large, slightly
astonished eyes, tiny lips parted in eager laughter, a dim-
ple in the chin and dimpled cheeks. With contorted fingers
William Hurdt picked up the picture of his future sister-
in-law from the carpet. He carried it to the window and
looked at it intently for an endless while. Something like
an evil smile half lifted his lips; yellow, clenched teeth
vainly tried to hold back the hissing breath with which a
weeping whisper tore out: “Harlot! Harlot! Such a
harlot!”

But absolutely nothing in William Hurdt’s face was in
accord with the violent curses. Grief, regret and hunger
wracked the haggard features of our tailor. In his staring,
moist eyes there was rather a trampled tenderness than
hatred—no, no, the mouth of William Hurdt once again
falsified words. That unhappy mouth, distorted by jeal-
ousy, if it were not accustomed to lying, would now have
whispered something entirely different. This is about
what it would have whispered: “Beautiful, sweet, dear!”

T was a secret meeting and took place eight years after

the marriage of the ne’er-do-well brother. He asked Wil-
liam Hurdt to meet him, in a letter which differed from all
previous ones—a letter crazed and despairing. Charles is
ill, he needs a helping hand, his marriage is on the rocks,
he would like most of all to hide himself from the world.
But it is not possible to write about all this, he begs piti-
fully that William should say nothing to anyone and
should come to visit him the following Sunday, Charles
will be waiting for him at the station; he will detain him
only shortly, only between trains. Charles does not want
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money. He wants nothing but a few words of encourage-
ment because he himself is absolutely helpless now and
really at the end of his rope.

William Hurdt humored him. William Hurdt under-
stood that a moment of significance had arrived and he
comported himself accordingly. He will revenge himself.
On whom? On his younger brother? Yes, but also on
someone else, someone beyond him and above him. He
was gloomy, solemnly silent. He had his hair cut before
the journey, dressed himself in his black Sunday suit,
but did not in any way take the trouble to allay the sus-
picions of his nearest ones who questioned him distrust-
fully:

“Are you really going on a business trip? Business—
on Sunday?”

The cold was damp and intrusive and snow was falling.
The whole world sank in a white mist One shivered as
if death had touched him if one but glanced out of the
window at the whistling snow storm.

William Hurdt sat in the corner of the car. He curled
himself up; watched the flight of the telegraph poles, saw
the defenseless skeletons of trees and shrubs tossed about
by the foul weather, and he smiled pensively. In his
mind’s eye he also saw an obscure figure as it waits men-
daciously in the snowstorm; the wind tears the tails of its
coat, the snowy dampness lashes it; far and wide not a
soul is to be seen, only snowdrifts and the grayness of
snow. He sighed as if the cares of this vision weighed
heavily upon him.

When he reached the end of his journey his feet seemed
to him to be somewhat heavy. Much against his will, a
fear of the first moment came over him. Happily he had
his cane with him; it strengthened him when he grasped
its silver head.

And truly: at a small station, with the exception of the
railway employees, only a single man waited. Long, thin,
with a wide black hat, tails in the wind—just as William
Hurdt had pictured him. The tailor wanted to draw on
his new gloves. He also wanted to count how many years
since he had seen his brother but he no longer had the
time. They shook hands and kissed. In the moment surely
both of their hearts contracted. “He wears a mustache,”
William Hurdt said to himself, “he never had this scar
above the right eye; he is not careful of himself; he is
unshaven, there is dirt behind his nails, upon my soul he
is no beauty—and how thin he is!” All this he said to
himself with a stubborn effort which barred the way to
wholly different thoughts. Lord, but it was truly a com-
plete stranger who touched the shaven cheek of William
Hurdt with his cold lips. And he had an entirely unfamil-
iar voice. He stammered:

“l knew you would come.”

They walked a few steps together and were silent. The
judge and the culprit. William Hurdt grasped his cane
more firmly.

“Where are you leading me?”

“To the waiting room!”
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He pictured to him-
Z.other@ erratic one-room lodgings;

Sarlersefding his wife and children away He wiU look
Xut him for a long while seeking for disorder, dust,
cobwebs; he will refuse to remove his coat, and will not
part with his cane. He had prepared every word perfectly,
every glance, every movement. But that for which he had
prepared himself required a suitable frame of mind and
an appropriate atmosphere. No, the waiting room of a
railway station absolutely did not enter into the tailor’'s
calculations.

They stepped into a freshly whitewashed room with
several benches. Heat and the odor of wet clothes swept
over them. The waiting room was deserted; only beside
the red-hot iron stove a boy, about three, sat on his heels
and played with a yellow dog. An ugly child, dressed like
a jack-in-the-box in ridiculous too-short red pants and a
blue coat with over-long sleeves which hindered him in his
PlaY» glanced fleetingly at the newcomers, cried out some
sort of incomprehensible word and then immediately be-
gan to devote himself to the dog again. The beast turned
over on his back and whimpered. The boy attempted to
raise it into the air by its paws but the weight was too
heavy.

A queer conversation began. William Hurdt spoke and
heard and yet he remained deaf and dumb. The words

fell away into emptiness. Vainly, a hundred times vainly,
they strained toward harmony and reverberation.

“That is my youngest son!”

“So. No, do not call him. Let him be, let him play!”

“It is hot in here, take off your fur coat.”

“Yes, very hot. We have about two hours’ time. How
can | be of use to you?”

Charles evidently said “Now!” to himself. And flushed.

“It is difficult, I'm afraid that. . .”

“Don’t be afraid! How much do you want?”

“Why do you talk that way? You know after all ... |
wrote you that | do not want. . .”

William Hurdt gazed attentively at the black floor of
the waiting room. The dog was whimpering again. “Dirty
dog!” the child cried out. William Hurdt gripped the
silver head of his cane convulsively. He began to perspire;
really nothing else remained but to take off his fur coat.
He took it off slowly, meanwhile gathering together all his
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strength. He would listen very attentively. Yes, why not?
But he will never find out what his brother had intended
to say to him. He will not permit himself to find out He
knows the secret of counterfeiting words; he can behave
insolently, he can ask impatiently:

“Speak clearly—what then do you really want?”

“What do 1 want! As if 1 could explain it in one sen-
tence! Listen, | really am afraid now that you have come
in vain.”

The tailor sighed. The child turned toward him violent-
ly. Had he heard his sigh? The child left the dog in peace,
opened his mouth a little and gaped intently at William
Hurdt. Perhaps he was counting the buttons on his coat

“Every single thing | ever did for you was always in
vain. Well, speak out. After all, | do not wish to reproach
you with anything. Speak calmly! Have you many debts?”

“None at all,” said Charles aghast. “You do not under-
stand me!”

“l probably don't. I never understood you. But that
isn't important after all.”

“Tremendously important!” Charles cried out, for he
began to understand his brother’s game, and William
Hurdt thought to himself indignantly, “In the end hell
shout at me! Indeed that is all that | would need!”

“As you wish—it is important then!”

Charles looks imploringly into his brother’s eyes. Wil-
liam endures that eloquent look; his conscience is clear,
his accounts are in order, everyone could listen to him
now. Charles is the first to turn away his head.

“Itis in vain.”

“What is in vain?”

“Every word. Indeed, you know it well!”

The tailor knows everything extremely well: he would
like to confess, that bankrupt weakling, to whimper. Oh.
how many times had William Hurdt himself longed to
confess! But William Hurdt is strong, so strong that he
will understand absolutely nothing. Yes, let his little broth-
er tell about his messed-up marriage: about the fact that
perhaps his wife is unfaithful to him, or that she is repul-
sive to him now! William Hurdt will interrupt him witha
derisive question: “Yes of course, but for the love of God,
how can | help you?” If he wants money, very well. Ifhe
wants me to take care of his children, well and good. Any-
thing, anything, but not the word “understand,” ever! On
the whole everything is progressing nicely according to
plan. Of course, that boy and that loathsome dog ought
not to be here. The tailor does not like children. They say
he never wished to have any. And as for dogs, he hates
them.

“I would only like to know,” said Charles in a melan-
choly voice, his gaze fixed intently on the ceiling, “wheth-
er you perhaps . . . Ah, no, that is not possible, that is
nonsense!”

William Hurdt was startled. He saw whither his broth-
er’s words were aimed. For a moment he pondered. Thel
he decided to meet the truth to the utmost and, in the
last instant, to turn aside quickly.



"Finish! You would like to know whether | envy you,
isn't that so? It is quite possible. But whose business is
that? | prepare accounts only of my deeds, not of my feel-
ings and as far as my deeds are concerned, at least in
regard to you, no one can complain.”

Charles opened his mouth wide; perhaps he wanted to
scream. One could see how despairingly the jaws turned
over words condemned previously to die in emptiness.
Finally, with the utmost endeavor, he clenched his teeth.
And he was able to find a quietened, resigned tone which
evidently surprised him too.

“I will not speak of myself then. Let it pass. We would
talk much and would tell each other nothing. You would
never understand me.”

In that moment William Hurdt blazed up, the blood
rushed to his cheeks and to his eyes; black circles danced
before him; in them he saw the portraits of his wife’s
parents.

“What are you constantly babbling about? Understand,
understand! 1t matters little to me if anyone understands
me or not. | attend to my work, | go toward my goal. |
know, I myself know that | do not have to be ashamed
of myself and that is sufficient. 1 don’t plead with anyone
to understand me!”

Perturbed, Charles rose and walked round his brother
three times in a semicircle. The aggressiveness of the last
defiance sharpened his parched voice.

“So that's the way it is. | am almost sorry for you!”
“Thank you for your sympathy!”

“No, I'm really sorry for you. What can all your labor
be worth if no one understands you?”

What did he say? An idiotic vision now flashed through
the tailor's head. He saw two of his customers cursing at
home before the mirror, trying on their new suits. Who
did this? Who confused the addresses? They brought the
baron’s suit to the court counselor and that of the court
counselor to the baron. Oh, good heavens, hadn’t this
actually happened? What? What is the little brother
saying?

“... and what is your whole life worth if you are . . .”

He did not hear the last word—evidently some new
insolence—because the dog started to bark. Shut up, you
beast! And why does that brat constantly gape at William
Hurdt as if he were a ghost?

William Hurdt also rose ... in a dignified manner.
Here is the fur coat. Most important of all is not to
hurry. No cause for haste. Put on your coat in an abso-
lutely leisurely manner.

The dog did not stop his barking and the child began to
cry. Yes, now is the time when it is necessary to say
something.

“You know, | don’t mean it badly, but I think . . .”
“Well, I'm going.” Charles interrupted him in an entire-
ly unseemly way and he smiled still more unsuitably.
“Forgive me if I've troubled you. Don’t come with me,
stay here. | will go alone.”

Even now those words came from a distance, out of the
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snowstorm and foul weather. The child was still yelling
and the dog barking. As if the child as well as the dog
knew something was amiss. But William Hurdt did not
realize it.

N the days that followed the tailor was in a bad humor.

The plan had not been entirely successful. He had gone
too far, so far that for a moment he had uncovered his
cards. His brother had understood him, had seen through
his game and that is what vexed William Hurdt. But, after
all, William Hurdt does not know of any game (he repeats
this to himself constantly). He had the best of intentions,
no one in the world can reproach him with anything.
Oh, the devil! Solving riddles in one’s old age! Hadn't he
asked point blank: “What is it that you really want?”
And had he received a civil answer? He had not. It had
all been very awkward, but certainly not through any
fault of the tailor!

They no longer wrote to each other; one knew nothing
of the other, jealousy melted away as well as the bad
conscience, and time gradually covered up the truth. Wil-
liam Hurdt grew older and stouter and softer. When he
learned that Charles had died (at that time the news of
the death of any acquaintance excited him to tears), he
wept and attended the funeral. It was only at the grave
that he became acquainted with Charles’ wife and his own
nephews. He had no fear of them. After all, his conscience
was clear and his accounts in order.

“You see, we each had a different disposition, we did
not get along, but I liked him after all.”

“And it is true that the deceased never spoke ill of you.”

William Hurdt did not doubt it. The widow received
some money, of course, and the tailor let the nephews
complete their studies at his expense. In the meanwhile
the flakes of time snowed under the truth once and for all.
William Hurdt grew old. Strangers ruled in his salon but
the tailor took no notice. The world changed but the tailor
did not know it. There was some sort of great war and af-
ter it changes in government; the prices of cloth changed,
wages changed; but, the Lord be praised! that was the
affair of the counting room and not of William Hurdt.
The salon flourished. Hurdt’s brother-in-law, the brother-
in-law’s son and the manager directed the business but the
tailor was under the impression that he was managing it
himself. He continues to go to the cutters; he asks what is
new, fingers the cloth and complains that he has too much
to do. People smiled a little when he spoke to them but
the tailor did not notice it.

He had a housekeeper at home—his wife had died long
ago. Twice a month the doctor paid him a visit. They
played cards together and the doctor, evidently out of
habit, always felt his pulse before departing, and once in
a while begged the tailor to undress in order that he might
examine him.

Every day he visited the same coffee house but he did
not pay his bill because his brother-in-law did not wish it.
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4 of each month the counting room paid for his
AbthC Once there was a misunderstanding in the coffee
house They had a new waiter and he asked Wailliam

Hurdt to pay for his cheroot. William Hurdt became ex-

tremely excited because that insolent fellow evidently

confused hellers with crowns. The manager of the coffee
house took part in the dispute and sent away the impert-
inent fool. He apologized: “Everything is in order, Mr.

Hurdt.” But, nevertheless, the tailor noticed that every-

thing was not in order; the guests around him whispered.

They were relating something with laughter; it looked as
if they were making fun of William Hurdt. And soon
after, that terrible occurrence took place.

William Hurdt said to his housekeeper in the morning:

I will not be in to luncheon until two. | have an appoint-
ment with Mr. Kral!” To this day he remembers every
word; he would stake his soul that he said this and noth-
ing else.

He went to keep the appointment. They had made it
the day before. Even that he would swear to! But Mr. Kral
did not appear. Angered, William Hurdt returned home.
The housekeeper stared at him.

You ve come back? But | haven't any luncheon for
you.”

How so? | told you I would be home at two o’clock.”

The housekeeper was silent for a moment, then she
lifted her hand to her mouth in embarrassment. She
smiled strangely, just as strangely as the guests in the
coffee house had smiled during the scene with the insolent
and stupid waiter.

“You said that you would not come to luncheon today,
that you would eat at the Kral’s house. Mr. Kral has tele-
phoned twice already to ask what is keeping you.”

“What are you babbling about?”

She stopped smiling, anxiously examined the tailor
from head to foot, and then she whispered as if she were
beginning to fear something;

“Upon my soul.”

Black spots began to dance before the eyes of- William
Hurdt. An abominable suspicion flashed through his
head: has not the whole world been laughing at the tailor
for years already? People know something about him,
some sin, some blame or shame.

“Telephone to Mr. Krall!”

A chilly unease contracted his heart. He went to the
window to get a breath of fresh air. He looked out on
the street. Down on the sidewalk a yellow dog ran about
and after him a small, neglected boy in a red-blue suit.
The dog lifted its head to William Hurdt and began to
bark furiously. The child roared. The tailor’s nostrils
smelt the atmosphere of the overheated railway waiting
room. Cold sweat broke out on his entire body. He

started away from the window.
“The doctor is at the telephone,” his housekeeper an-

nounced.

“What doctor?” .
“Why, you wanted me to telephone the doctor.”
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William Hurdt was unable to curse, there was a rattling
in his throat. He felt his temples with his fists:

“You stupid goose, | wanted you to telephone Mr.
Kral.”

She looked at him as if he were a ghost. Stupefied, she
thrust her thumb between her teeth, her whole body began
to quiver, and out of a clear sky she began to lament
shriekingly:

“Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ!”

Two roaring voices flew at each other blindly, but the
barking of the dog and the shrieks of the child drowned
out everything else. William Hurdt seized a chair. At

first, he only wanted to lean against it but immediately
after he lifted it a little like a weapon.

“Tell me what all this means, or . . .

The housekeeper retreated before him. She dropped
her hands to her breast and clasped them. She bit her
lips and gulped down her tears.

“l don’t understand you, | don’t understand you at
all!”

Don’'t understand. Those words had changed into a
blow which struck down William Hurdt deep into the past.

“What . . . what did you say?”

The chair fell from the tailor's hand. The blood
drummed in his temples. From the street the barking of
the dog and the child’s crying pressed in more and more
obtrusively. With a superhuman effort the tailor tried to
collect his crazed thoughts and harness them to words.
But the thoughts, lashed by the thudding of the blood
and maddened by the barking of the dog, resisted rebel-
liously.

“Please, go to the telephone and call . . . Lord, whom?
Whom did | want you to call?”

He noticed that around each new word which he uttered
the circles of horror widened. Even now he was drown-
ing in those blackened circles and he was dragging the
housekeeper with him.

“Whom were you to telephone to? Speak! Say some-
thing!”

“l don't know ... I'm afraid ... | don't understand
you, | don’'t understand!”

The ghastly pale tailor again clutched at the chair.

“Chase away that dog!”

“What dog?”



The chair flew through the air, struck the window
where William Hurdt had stood a little while ago (who
had shut that window?). The shattered glass fell to the
floor. The housekeeper cried out and ran from the room.
William Hurdt began to rave. Armed with a new chair
he destroyed everything that came within his reach.

“So you wish to revenge yourself on me! For one little
word! Do you wish to crucify me on it? But | will not
letyou ... just wait!”

People came running. Someone called for help. The
emergency squad arrived. They had to use a strait jacket.

ILLIAM HURDT knew better than anyone else
what had befallen him. He had not gone mad, only

the tale of william hurdtc

looked at the little girl in a hostile manner. The child
stopped a few steps in front of the tailor, eyed him fear-
lessly, then took the doll out of the carriage, stepped
quickly to the bench and begged:

“Watch my dolly for me while 1 go to get a pear!”

The tailor was just about to dash the toy to the ground
and to abuse the child badly, if the remark about the fruit
had not awakened a strong thirst in him. He gazed at the
little girl in astonishment, helplessly lifted the proffered
doll to his knees and whispered:

“1 would like a pear, too!”

“I'll bring it to you!”

William Hurdt began to tremble. For the first time
after endless months someone understood his words. He
waited tensely. In a minute the child returned and

words had rebelled against him. And that was becausehanded the old man two pears.

almost for his entire lifetime, he had counterfeited his
speech. He falsified it for so long that finally it broke
away from the reins of his thoughts. Words automatical-
ly passed his lips, unheard by their master’s ear, un-
guarded by his reason, uncontrolled by his will. No,
truly the tailor had not gone mad, rather on the contrary:
he gained in wisdom to such an extent that, after the
first fits of destructive rage, he stopped speaking and
only listened. He discovered a terrible thing in his new
wisdom: he realized that, so to speak, nothing had
changed; at first he had not wanted to understand people
and now he was unable to understand them. And only
when he was unable did he become terrified of the world,
of people and, most of all, of himself.

He listened to odd speeches more attentively' than ever
hefore. Like himself, thousands falsified and falsify

their words. For instance, they build cities so beautiful
that the eyes fail one; but because they do not understand
each other, in the end, they boil over, begin to wrestle,
and in bloody fighting level those magnificent cities to
the ground. What is their labor worth? What is their
whole life worth?

One day he was resting in the garden of the sanitarium
in which his relatives had placed him. In an unguarded
moment the four-year-old daughter of the gatekeeper had
found her way to the path. She pushed before her a doll
in a little carriage and sang to herself. (You will still
recall that William Hurdt did not like children.) He

“The dolly didn’t wake up?”

“No, she slept, she slept.”

“That's fine. She sleeps so little, she worries me. Do
you want another pear?”

“No, no, thank you, little one.”

An immense thankfulness drew his hands together and
finally entwined them. The lips whispered something or
other, the Lord himself only knows what. A child was
the first to understand him! He thought of the boy in the
overheated waiting room, of the yellow dog; he picked
himself up and hurried after his guardians. He spoke
excitedly to the doctor about the railway waiting room
and of some sort of boy in a red-blue suit and the doctor
consulted with the relatives that very day. In the end they
understood and comprehended: a young man came to
visit William Hurdt and called him “uncle.” It seems
that he is married already. He remembers his uncle from
the time of his father’s funeral. And then it seems that he
visited him with his brother about three times. They will
never forget what he had . . . Now William Hurdt hastily
interrupted him. Does he recall—it is so long ago—how
once . . .

In a small railway waiting room? With his deceased
father? A yellow dog was with him? No, of that the
nephew knows nothing ... and father, it seems, never
referred to it.

As you see, our tailor had taken a turn for the better.
He began to understand people slightly, but only very
slightly. He became strongly attached to the sons of
his deceased brother. In the end they took him to live
with them. That means that they took him into the villa
which, upon the insistence of William Hurdt, the cus-
todians of his wealth permitted to be built for the families
of both the nephews.

Those hands clasped in gratitude lie in the lap of Wil-
liam Hurdt even now when, in the convent garden, he
expounds to his two old comrades:

“Only a few people can understand me now and |
myself understand hardly anyone. | began to attend to
it rather late, much too late!”
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FitzGerald and Thackeray:

A New View of a Victorian Friendship

This article forms another section of Peter de Polnay’s
Into an Old Room, a Memoir of Edward FitzGerald,
which Creative Age Press will publish in April. In the
January issue of Tomorrow, Mr. de Polnays “New
Facts on FitzGerald and His Rubaiyat” attempted to
clarify the bizarre, mystical kinship between the agnostic,
classical scholar and translator who lived in the English
countryside and Omar Khayyam, the Persian tentmaker
whose quatrains have delighted the Western world for al-
most a century. In the present article Mr. de Polnay
throws new light upon another strange relationship, that
of FitzGerald and William Makepeace Thackeray. As
was pointed out in the January issue, Into An Old Room
is the result of the most recent firsthand researches into
original FitzGerald material. Mr. de Polnay lived and
worked in the “old room”—FitzGerald’s study at Boulge,
Suffolk—from April 1946 to September 1947. A native
of Budapest, he has lived in England since childhood,
and is known here and abroad as the author of The Um-
brella Thom, The Moot Point, and other novels.—
THE EDITORS.

HE most important aspect of Edward FitzGerald’s
Tschooldays was his collection of friends. Friendship
for him, as he freely admitted, was akin to love. If love
proves to‘be the great achievement of the human heart, as
it undoubtedly is, then FitzGerald’s was a triumphant
heart.

Among the friends of his pre-college days at Bury
St. Edmunds were: James Spedding, a man almost with-
out a fault; J. M. Kemble, Fanny’s brother, who became
a fine Anglo-Saxon scholar; W. Bodham Donne, who
was to be the first Librarian of the London Library be-
fore he was appointed Reader of Plays; and William Airy,
someday Vicar of Keysoe. W.ith these friends, FitzGerald
went up to Trinity College, Cambridge.

He came up rather propitiously, for at Cambridge, in
1826 were men who would become ornaments of the

century. FitzGerald was seventeen years old at that
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time, and even then one feels that curious yet jealous
aloofness which was to become his stock in trade. He
Yet Alfred Mc-
Kinley Terhune, his latest biographer, conjures up a
cheery life at Cambridge while the Cam, so he tells us,
slips coaxingly through the Bracks. But FitzGerald left
Cambridge an unbeliever, a man ready to shun society

was considered to be of retiring habits.

for good, and a vegetarian; so his time perhaps was not
as cheery as the coaxing Cam might have suggested.
Something definitely had happened to him during his
stay at Cambridge.
easily become moral and physical recluses.

to FitzGerald's transformation comes
easy: William Makepeace Thackeray.

Young men around twenty do not
The answer

In Cambridge, then, the transformation came, and a
curious one it was. At twenty-one he was already the
completed man. It is true that his dislikes and intoler-
ance increased with the years; however, one can safely
say that the youth who went down from Cambridge had
already that hard core which many decades later would
instinctively frighten the Woodbridge children on catch-
ing sight of him. In short, he was the man who said to
his brother John’s grandson, when the little boy ap-
proached him, trembling: “Take that apple, child, and
go!”

My conviction is that FitzGerald formed a romantic
attachment to Thackeray; that, in fact, Thackeray was
the object of his first Schwarmerei. (I use the German
word because it is more descriptive of FitzGerald's at-
It did
not, however, work out as the romantic young man an-
ticipated. Such attachments seldom work out as the
young heart expects; and FitzGerald was as intolerant

tachments than any similar word in English.)

of disillusion as of himself.

It is not difficult to picture FitzGerald leading the
average undergraduate’s life. He was not keen on
games, mathematics left him cold; he drank as the others
did, went for walks and then probably drank more. In
1829 he engaged a private tutor; through him he met

Thackeray.



Before going further, one had better look at Thackeray
and at the baggage with which he came to Cambridge.
FitzGerald's baggage contained Suffolk, trees, flowers,
the Deben, the sea, Bredfield House, and a rich, over-
bearing mother. Thackeray’s was of a different kind-
with the exception of the mother, for Mrs. Carmichael
Smyth WasS as overbearing as Mary Frances FitzGerald,
though far from rich.

Thackeray was bom in Calcutta in 1811. When he
was four years old his father died. Two years later his
mother Sent him to England; in the same year she mar-
ried an engineer officer, Captain Henry Carmichael
Smylh, with whom she returned to England. Thackeray
Went t0 Charterhouse School in London and thence to
Trinity. He was gay, glib and facetious, the kind of per-
S0 who would make a deep impression on a retiring
(uietist like FitzGerald.

His friendship with FitzGerald had a gay and noisy
beginning. Thackeray liked to sing the “Friars of Orders
Grey” and FitzGerald listened adoringly. Though
Thackeray was the keener cartoonist of the two, in one
of FitzGerald's scrapbooks we find a drawing he made
of Thackeray. From the artist's point of view, Fitz-
Gerald did not by a long chalk possess his friend’s facile
falent for drawing. But one also imagines FitzGerald
wanted to join in everything Thackeray did. He wished
fo be as jolly and facetious as his friend was. For
Thackeray, Cambridge was a roisterous period, but his
frouble Was that he tried to turn all periods into one big
sice of roistering. True, he could be sad, disillusioned
and heavy with worry; in praise of him one can say that
e did his best to hide that side of his nature, notwith-
standing that he lived in an age of copious tears. At
Cambridge, however, there was as yet no cause for sad-
Tess and everything was gaiety. FitzGerald called
Thackeray “Old Thack™ and was flattered in turn by be-
ing called “Yedward” and *“Teddibus.”

Thackeray drank a lot.

“| have,” he informed his mother, “just left three
drunken men whom 1 had much ado to pacify. 1 don’t
know the reason but 1 now (although 1 have only drunk
tWo glasses of wine this day and that at 4 o’clock) feel
half drunk myself.”

[tis an amusing conjecture that the three drunken men
John Allen, later Arch-
deacon; Groome, later Archdeacon too; and FitzGerald.

Archdeacon Allen recorded in his diary that one day

Wefe his three great friends;

Thackeray and he had a serious conversation in the
(0Urse of which Thackeray burst into tears and decided
" lead a new life. Of course, he never did. Thackeray
*asnotthe only one in tears that day; Allen and Fitz-
Frerald cried too, and glistening with tears prayed for

Thackeray.  so, one notes,
shose Cambridge days.

FitzGerald still prayed in

FitzGerald received his degree in 1830. He went off to
Paris to stay with an aunt and soon Thackeray joined him

«tae. The Paris holiday was the culminating point of

FITZGERALD AND THACKERAY

FitzGerald's idolizing of “Old Thack.” A year later when
he wrote to him, “I see few people | care about, and so,
oh Willy, be constant to me,” we hear already the voice of
a man halfway down the slope of disillusion.

Thackeray spent one more term at Cambridge and
then left without taking a degree. The reverse would
have been more logical, for it should not be forgotten
that Thackeray was two years younger than FitzGerald.
And now the question is: what did that deep love and
affection leave behind?
lasted till Thackeray’s death, and
even longer, since FitzGerald left five hundred pounds
to Thackeray’s oldest daughter. The actual result of that
high wind of love can be found in a letter FitzGerald
wrote to Allen, saying that he, FitzGerald, would become
a great bear having many Utopian ideas about society.
The Utopian ideas were simply that he would shun so-
ciety altogether, and one must admit he succeeded com-
pletely.

For FitzGerald was,

Their friendship

by then, a disillusioned man.
After all, Thackeray could not give him those high quali-
ties of mind and soul which the infatuated youth de-
manded. Not only in youth, but throughout his later
life, At Cambridge,
certainly in Paris, he must have noticed the seamy side
of Thackeray’s character. Though Thackeray had a
great heart, was kind and generous, he was a snob of the

FitzGerald strove for perfection.

first order. He could not resist the company of the rich
and the titled. He ran after them, flattered and fawned
upon them.

That vein of snobbism is a harmless if naive one. One
smiles at the snob or pities him, but FitzGerald had not
the gift of the patient smile.

by jealousy.

Also, FitzGerald was eaten
lacked jealousy. When
Thackeray left Cambridge for his home at Weymouth,

Thackeray

FitzGerald refused to go and see him. There was a grain
of charming, though now and then irritating, pouting in
all FitzGerald’s loves and friendships. No, he would not
go and see his friend; yes, the friend must be with him
and nobody else. One day he and Posh (John Fletcher,
the fisherman who was such a close companion of his
later years) were walking along the pier at Lowestoft.
A man went up to Posh and the two of them stood for a
while talking of wind, fish, tide and similar topics. Fitz-
Gerald suddenly took Posh by the arm and pulled him
away, saying, “This Posh’s comment
afterwards was: “He made me look a complete cake.”
The FitzGerald of Posh’s days was not much different
from the FitzGerald who would not visit Thackeray. He
could not get Thackeray out of his mind. While he was
at Geldestone, Thackeray was at Weymouth.

is my guest”

Evening
came with that loneliness and longing which invariably
prompted FitzGerald to take pen and paper: a long let-
ter followed full of love and recriminations.

“Now, Thackeray, | lay you ten thousand pounds that
you will be thoroughly disappointed when we come to-
gether—our letters have been so warm that we shall ex-
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. contain a sentence like those in our
ped each minute to

' etH”oes on to suggest that they had better not meet:

" would be too disappointed. It is seven in the eve-
ning the appropriate hour for such a letter. He assures
Thackeray he is not speaking in a lighthearted vein. His
sister with whom he is staying is in the drawing room,
while he is in his room ready to spin a yarn with his
Willy. The anger and disappointment begin to fade and
he chats away about Pope, Hume, Byron, Helvetius,

Diderot and Shakespeare. He sees himself that his anger
has gone.

“What have | been doing the last hour? Behold these
verses, they are the fruits; for they never came into my
head before: but the wind was blowing hard at the win-
dow and | somehow began to think of Will Thackeray:
so the cockles of my heart were warmed, and up sprouts
the following: | have drunk a glass of port and sit down
to transcribe them.”

One notices here a curious trait of FitzGerald’s, the
self-sufficiency of his longing. Usually, one tries to make
an effort to end the loneliness of longing. It was not so
with him. Distance was an important part of his love.
Alone in his bedroom after a glass of port he was happy
with his longing for Thackeray. It was complete because
of the distance that separated them. Pen and paper were
as good a medium of contact as an arm around a shoulder.
One is alone with the friend, so alone that not even his

presence can jar.

The verses which | reproduce are not good verses, but
they prove how he could let himself go when thus com-
pletely alone with his friend:

1.
f cared not for life: for true friend | had none
I had heard 'twas a blessing not under the sun:
Some figures called friends, hollow, proud or coldhearted
Came to me like shadows—Iike shadows departed:
But a day came that turned all my sorrow to glee
When 1 first saw Willy, and Willy saw me!

2.
The thought of my Willy is always a cheerer;
My wine has new flavour—the fire burns clearer:
The sun ever shines—I am pleased with all things;
And this crazy old world seems to go with new springs;
And when we’re together, (Oh! soon may it be!)
The world may go kissing of comets for me!

3
The chair that Will sat in, I sit in the best;
The tobacco is sweetest which Willy hath blest;
And | never found out that my wine tasted ill
When a tear would drop in it, for thinking of Will.

There are three more verses in a similar vein. “These
are my verses,” commented FitzGerald. *“l have pol-
ished them a little more which has not done them any
(good.” Nevertheless, they were sent off to Will who,
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when not socially engaged, could also feel for his Ted-
dibus.

“Goodbye now, dear FitzGerald,” he once wrote.
“Write me a letter soon, for the warm weather is coming
and | am growing romantic—God bless you.” Thackeray
could be more matter of fact: “Now | have.been making
myself a glass of punch and here is your health. God
bless you, my dear old boy, and may you and | drink
many glasses of punch together.”

By the time Vanity Fair appeared, the friendship had
turned into a smooth but distant one. FitzGerald was in
Suffolk, Thackeray in London. FitzGerald would spend
his evenings alone or in the company of parson, farmer,
solicitor and bank clerk, whereas his Will feverishly al-
lowed himself to be lionized. Having said that the
Englishman dearly loves a lord, Thackeray loved lords
as dearly as any of his fellow countrymen. FitzGerald,
on the other hand, did not care for lords.